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TO THE 


RIGHT HoNOURABLE, 
we Wwe 3 ” | | 
Lord RADCLIFFE. 


My Lord, FR 1 | 
WO HESE Miſcellany Poems are by 
many Titles yours. The firſt 
they claim from your accept- 

ance of my Promiſe to 2 - 
them to you; before ſome of them were 
yet in being. The reſt are deriv'd from 
your own Merit, the exactneſs of your 


Judgment in Poetry, and the candour of 


your Nature; eaſie to forgive ſome trivial 
faults, when they come accompanied with 
countervailing Beauties. But after all, though 
theſe are your equitable claims to a Dell 
cation from other Poets, yet I muſt ac- 
knowledge a Bribe in the caſe, which is 
your partiuclar liking of my Verſes. *Tis 
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a vanity common to all Writers, to over- 
value their own Productions; and tis bet- | 
ter for me to own this failing in my ſelf, If 
than the World to do it for me. For what 
other Reaſon have I ſpent my Life in fo 
unprefitable a Study? Why am I grown 
Old, in ſeeking ſo barren a Reward as 
Fame: The fame Parts and Application, 
which have made me a Poet, might have 
rais'd me to any Honours of the Gown, 
which are often given to Men of as little 
Learning and leſs Honeſty than my elf. 
No Government has ever been, or ever can 
be, wherein Time: ſervers and Blockheads 
will not be uppermoſt. The Perſons are 
only chang'd, but the ſame juglings in 
State, the ſame Hypocriſie in Religion, the 
fame Self Intereſt, and Miſ management, 
vill remain for ever. Blood and Mony will 
be Javith'd in all Ages, only for the Pre- 
ferment of new Faces, with old Conſci- 
ences. There is too often a Jaundiſe in the 
Eyes of great Men; they ſee not thoſe whom 
they raiſe, in the ſame Colours with other 
Men. All whom they affect, look Golden 
to them; when the Gilding is only in 

their 
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' The: Dedication. 
their own diſtemper'd Sight. Theſe Con- 
ſiderations, have given me a kind of 
Contempt for thoſe who have riſen by | 
unworthy ways. Jam not aſham'd to be 
Little, when I ſee them fo Infamouſly Great. 
Neither, do I know, why the Name of 
Poet ſhould be Diſhonourable to me; if I 
am truly one, as I hope I am; for 1 will. 
never do any thing, that ſhall diſhonour it. 
The Notions of Morality are known to all 
Men: None can pretend Ignorance of thoſe 
Ideas which are In- born in Mankind: and 
if I ſee one thing, and practiſe the contra-. 
n * A 
ry, I muſt be Diſingenuous, not to acknow- 


ledge a clear Truth, and Baſe to Act againſt 


the light of my own Conſcience, For the 
Reputation of my Honeſty, no Man can 
dure it, who has any of his own: Fog, 

at of my Poetry, it ſhall either ſtand by its 
own Merit; or fall for want of it. III 
Writers are uſually the ſharpeſt Cenſors: 


For they (as the beſt Poet, and the beſt 


Patron ſaid), when in the full perfection of 
decay, turn Vinegar, and come again in 
Play. Thus the corruption of a Poet, is 
the Generation of a Critick : I mean of a 


Ls Critick 


The Dedication. 
Critick in the general acceptation of this 

Age: For formerly they were quite another 

| Species of Men. They were Defenders 
of Poets, and Commentators on their 

Works: to llluſtrate obſcure Beauties; to 

place ſome paſlages in a better light, to 
redeem others from malicious Interpreta- 
tions: to help aut an Author's Modeſty , 
who is not oſtentatious of his Wit; and, in 
ſhort, to ſhield him from the Ill-· Nature of 
thoſe Fellows, who were chen call'd Zoili, 
and Momi, and now take upon themſclyes 
the Venerable Name of Cenſors. But nei- 
ther Zoilus, nor he who endeavour'd to 
defame Virgil, were ever Adopted into the 
Name of Criticks by the Ancients: what 
their Reputation was then, we know ; and 
their Succeſſors in this Age deſerve no 
better. Are our Auxiliary Forces turn'd 
our Enemies? Are they, who, at beſt, are 
but Wits of the Second Order, and whoſe 
only Credit amongſt Readers, is what they 
obtain d by being ſubſervient to the Fame 
of Writers, are theſe become Rebels of 
Slaves, and Uſurpers of Subjects; or to 
ſpeak in the molt Honourable Terms of 

DT 
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chem, are they from our Seconds, become 
principals againſt us? Does the Ivy un- 
dermine the Oak, which ſupports its weak- 
neſs? What labour wou'd it coſt them to 
put in a betrer Line, than the worſt of 
thoſe which they expunge in a True Poet? 
Petronias , the greateſt Wit perhaps of all 
the Romans, yet when his Envy prevail'd 
upon his Judgment, to fall on Lucan, he 
fell himſelf in his attempt: He perform'd 
vorſe in his Eſſay of the Civil War, than 
the Author of the Pharſalia: and avoid- 


ing his Errors, has made greater of his 


own. Julius Scaliger, vou d Oe 


down Homer, and Abdicate him, after the 
poſſeſſion of Three Thouſand Years : Has 
he ſucceeded in his Attempt? He has indeed 
ſhown us ſome of thoſe Imperfections in 
him, which are incident to Human Kind : - 


But who had not rather be that Homer than 


this Scaliger? You ſee the ſamẽ Hypercritick, 
vhen he endeavours to mend the beginning 
of Claudian, (a faulty Poet, and living in 
a Barbarous Age;) yet how ſhort he comes 
of him, and ſubſtitutes ſuch Verſes of his 
own, as deſerve the Fernla. What a Cen- 


ſure 
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ſure has he made of Lucan, that he rather 
ſcems to Bark than Sing 2 Wou'd any bur 
a Dog, have made fo ſnarling a Compari- 
ſon? One wou'd have thought, he had 
Learn'd Latin, as late as they tell us he did 
Greek. Vet he came off, with a pace tua, 
by your good leave, Lucan ; he cali'd him 
not by thoſe outrageous Names, of Fool, 
| Booby, and Blockhead : He had ſomewhat 
more of good Manners, than his Succeſ- 
ſors, as he had much - more Knowledge. 
We have two ſorts of thoſe Gentlemen, in 
our Nation: Some of them proceeding with 
a ſceming Moderation and pretence of Re- 
ſpect, to the Dramatick Writers of the laſt 
Age, only {corn and vilifie the preſent Po- 
ets, to ſet up their Predeceſſors. But this 
is only in appearance; for their real deſign 
is nothing leſs, than to do Honour to any 
Man, beſides themſelves. Horace took no- 
| tice of ſuch Men, in his Age: Non Ingeniis 
favet alle, Sepultis; noſtra ſed impugnat ; nos 
noſtraque lividis odit. Tis not with an ul- 
timate intention to pay Reverence to the, 
Manes of Shakeſpear, Fletcher, and Ben John- 
ſon, that chey commend their Writings, but 
to 
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to throw Dirt on the Writers of this Age : 
Their Declaration is one thing, and their 
practice is another. By a ſeeming Venera- 
tion to our Fathers, they wou'd thruſt out 
as their Lawful Iſſue, and Govern us them- 
ſelves, under a ſpecious pretence of Refor- 
a mation. If they could compaſs their in- 
, tent, what wou'd Wit and Learning get by 
CN ſuch a change? If ve are bad Poets, they 
are worſe, and when. any of their voful pic- 
ces come Abroad, the difference is ſo great 
n I berwixt them and good Writers, that there 
h | need no Criticiſms on our part to decide 
it. When they deſcribe the Writers of +his 
ſt Age, they draw ſuch monſtrous Figars of 
them, as reſenible none of us: Our pre- 
15 BF tended Pictures are fo unlike, that *tis evi- 
n dent we never fate to them: They are all 
Y | Grotelque; the Products of their wild Ima- 
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> ginations, things out of Nature, ſo far from 


being Copy'd from us, that they reſemble 
nothing that eyer was, or ever can be. But 
there is another ſort of Inſects, more ve- 
nomous than the former. Thoſe who ma- 
nifeftly aim at the deſtruction of our Poe- 
tical Church and State. Who allow no- 

thing 
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thing to their Country-Men, either of this 


or of the former Age. Theſe - attack the f 


Living by raking up the Aihes of the Dead. 


Well knowing that if they can ſubvert their] 


Original Title to the Stage, we who claim 


under them, mult fall of courſe. Peace be 
to the Venerable Shades of Shakeſpear, andf 
Ben Johnſon : None of the Living will pre- 


ſume to have any / competition with them: 


As they vere our Predeceſſors, ſo they 
were our Maſters, We Trayl our Play: 
under them; but, (as at the Funcrals of a 
Turkiſh Emperor,) our Enſigns are futl'd, 
or dragg'd upon the Ground, in-Honour to 
the Dead; ſo we may lawfully advance 
our own, afterwards, to ſhow that we ſuc- 
ceed : If leſs in Dignity, yet on the fame 
Foot and Title, which we think too, we 
can maintain, againſt the Inſolence of our 
own Janizaries. If I am the Man, as I have 
Reaſon to believe, who am ſeemingly 
Courted, and ſecretly Undermin'd : I think 
I hall be able to defend my ſelf, when 1 
am openly Attack d. And to ſhew beſides, 
that che Greek Writers only gave us the 
Rudiments of a Stage, which they neve! 
funiſh'd, 


The Dedication. 
nit d. That many of the Tragedies in 
Iche former Age amongſt us, were without 
ompariſon beyond thoſe of Sophocles and 
Euripides. But at preſent, J have neither 
the leiſure nor the means for ſuch an Un- 
dertaking. Tis ill going to Law for an 
3 Eſtate, with him who is in Poſſeſſion of it, 
and enjoys the preſent Profits, to feed his 
Cauſe. But the quantum mutatus may be 
remember'd in due time. In the mean while 
I leave the World to judge, who gave the 
| 2 Provocation. | 
This, my Lord, is, I confeſs, a long di- 
greſſion, from Miſcellany Poems to Modern 
Tragedies : But 1 have the orditary Excuſe 
of an injur'd Man, who vill be telling his 
Tale unſeaſonably to his Betters. Though 


things which belong to one who ſo truly 
Honours you. And beſides, being your 
ſelf a Critick of the Genuine fort, who have 
Read the beſt Authors, in their own Lan- 
y who perfectly diſtinguiſh of their 
everal Merits, and in general prefer them 
to the Moderns, yet, I know, you judge 

or 
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at the ſame time, I am certain you are ſo 
good a Friend, as to take a Concern in all 
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ACN Engliſh Tragedies, againſt the Greel 
and Latin, as well as againſt the French, Ita- 


lian and Spaniſh, of theſe latter Ages. In- 


deed there is a vaſt difference, betwixt ar- 
guing like Perault, in behalf of the French 
Poets, againſt Homer and Virgil, and be- 


twixt giving the Engliſh Poets their un- 


doubted due, of excelling Mſchylus, Euri- 
pides, and Sophocles. For if we or our greater 
Fathers, have not yet brought the Drama 
to an abſolute Perfection, yet at leaſt ve 
have carried it much farther than thoſe An- 
cient Greeks; who beginning from a Chorus, 
cou'd never totally exclude it, as we have 
done, who find it an unprofitable incum- 
brance, without any neceſſity of Entertain- 
ing it among us; and without the poſſi- 
bility of eſtabliſhing it here, unleſs it were 
ſupported by a Publick Charge. Neither 
can ve accept of thoſe Lay Biſhops, as ſome 
call them, who under pretence of reform- 
ing the Stage, wou'd intrude themſelves 
upon us, as our Superiors, being indeed in- 
competent Judges of what is Manners, 
what Religion, and leaſt of all, what is Po- 
etry and Good Senſe. I can tell them in 
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behalf of all my Fellows, that when they 


come to Exerciſe a Juriſdiction over us, 
© chey ſhall have the Stage to themſelves, as 
they have the Lawrel. As little can I grant, . 
that the French Dramatick Writers, excel 
che Engliſo: Our Authors as far ſurpaſs 
- | : 1b in Genius, as our Soldiers Excel 
. theirs in Courage: Tis true, in Conduct 
they ſurpaſs us either way: Yer that pro- 
ceeds not ſo much from their greater Know- 
ledge, as from the difference of Taſtes in 
the two Nations. They content themſelves 
with a thin Deſign, without Epiſodes, and 
manag'd by few Perſons. Our Audience 
will not be pleas d, but with variety of Ac- 
cidents, an Underplot, and many Actors. 
They follow the Ancients» too ſervilely, in 
the Mechanick Rules, and we aſſume too 
much Licenſe to our ſelves, in keeping 
them only in view, at too great a diſtance. 
But if our Audience had their Taſtes, our 
Poets could more eaſily comply with them, 
than the French Writers cou'd come up to 
the Sublimity of our Thoughts, or to the 
difficult variety of our Deſigns: - Howe- 
ver it be, 1 dare eſtabliſh it for a Rule of 


Practice 
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Practice on the Stage, that we are bound 


to pleaſe thoſe, whom we pretend to En- 


tertain : And that at any price, Religion | 
and Good Manners only excepted. And 


I care not much, if I give this handle, to 
our bad llliterate Poctaſters, for the de- 


fence of their SCRIPTIONS as they call | 
them. There is a ſort of Merit in delight- 
ing the Spectators; which is a Name more 
proper for them, than that of Auditors: 


Or elle Horace is in the wrong, when he 
commends Lucilius for it. But theſe com- 
mon Places I mean to Treat at greater lei- 
ſure: In the mean time, ſubmitting that lit- 
tle I have ſaid, to your Lordſhip's Appro- 
bation, or your Cenſure, and chuſing ra- 
ther to Entertain you this vay, as you are 
a Judge of Vriting, than to oppreſs your 
Modeſty, with other Commendations; which 
though they are your due, .yet wou'd not 
be equally receiv'd, in this Satirical, and 
Cenſorious Age. That which cannot with- 
out Injury be deny'd to you, is the eaſineſs 
of your Converſation, far from Affectation 
or Pride; not denying even to Enemies, 
their juſt Praiſes, And this, if I wou'd dwell 
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De Deauatim. © 
on any Theme of this Nature, is no 
vulgar Commendation to your Lordſhip. 


wWichout Flattery, my Lord, you have it in 
your Nature, to be a Patron and Encou- 


rager of Good Poets, but your Fortune has 


1 

d 

0 | 
not yet put into your Hands the opportu- 
unity of expreſſing it. What you will be 
t- hereafter, may be more than gueſs d, by 
re what you are at preſent. You maintain the 
1E 
a- 


Character of a Nobleman, vithout that 


Haughtineſs vhich generally attends too 
many of the Nobility, and when you Con- 


verſe vith Gentlemen, you forget not that 


Marryed to the Daughter of a King, who, 
amongſt her other high Perfections, has de- 
riv'd from him a charming Behaviour, a 
winning Goodneſs, and a Majeſtick Perſon. 


ur 

ch ihe Muſes and the Graces are the Orna- 
or ments of your Family. While the Muſe Sings, 
nd che Grace accompanies her Voice: even the 
th- Fervants of the Muſes have ſometimes had 


the Happineſs to hear her; and to receive 

ion Their Inſpirations from her. 

' vill not give my ſelf che liberty of go- 

ng farcher.; for. tis ſo ſweet to wander in 
= a 
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you have been of their Order. You are 
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The Dedication. 
a pleaſing way, that I ſhou'd never arrive 
at my Journeys end. To keep my ſelf from 


being belated in my Letter, and tiring 


your Attention, I muſt return to the place 
where I was ſetting out. I humbly Dedi- 
cate to your Lordihip, my own Labours 


in this Miſcellany : At the fame time, not 
arrogating to my ſelf the Privilege, of In- 
ſeribing to you, the Works of others who | 
are join'd with me, in this undertaking; 


over which 1 can pretend no right. Your 
Lady and You have done me the favour to 
hear me Read my Tranſlations of Ovid: 
And you both ſeem'd not to be diſpleas d 
with them. Whether it be the partiality of 
an Old Man to his Youngeſt Child, I know 
not: Eut x 36 appear to me the beſt of all 
my Endeavours in this kind. Perhaps this 
Poet, is more ęaſie to be Tranſlated, than 
ſome others, whom ] have lately attempted: 
Perhaps too, he vas more according to my 
Genius. He is certainly mote palatable to 
the Reader, than any of the Roman Wits, 


though ſome of them are more Lofty, ſome 


more inſtructive, and others more Correft, 
He had Learning enough to make him 
5 equal 
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equal to the beſt. But as his Verſe came 
© eaſily, he wanted the toyl of Application 
to amend it. He is often luxuriant, both 
in his Fancy and Expreſſions; and as it has 
lately been obſerv'd, not always Natural. If 
wit be pleaſantry, he has it to exceſs: but 

if it be propriety, Lucretius, Horace, and 
above all Virgil are his Superiors. I have 
ſaid ſo much of him already, in my Preface 


to his Heroical Epiſtles, that there remains 


little to be added in this place. For my 
own part, I have endeavour'd to Copy his 
Character what J cou'd in this Tranſlation, 
even perhaps, farther than I ſhou'd have 
done; to his very Faults. Mr. Chapman in 
his Tranſlation of Homer, profeſſes to have 
done it ſomewhat paraphraſtically 5 and 
that on ſet- purpoſe; his Opinion being, 
that a good Poet is to be Tranſlated in that 
mannet. I remember not the Reaſon which 
he gives for it: But! ſuppoſe it is, for fear 
of omitting any of his Excellencies: ſure I 
am, that if it be a Fault, tis much more 
pardonable, than that of thoſe, vho run 
into the other extream, of a litteral, and 
cloſe Tranſlation, where the Poet is confi * 
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him Proſe, where he found him Verſe. 
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ſo ſtreightly to his Author's Words, that 
he wants elbow-room, to expreſs his Elegan- i 
cies. He leaves him obſcure; he leaves 


n 


* 


And no better than thus has Ovid been ſerv d 
by the ſo much admir'd Sandys. This is at 
leaſt the Idea which J have remaining of his 
T ranflation ; for I never Read him ſince ] 
vas a Boy. They who take him upon Con- 
rent, from the Praiſes which their Fathers | 
gave him; may inform their udgment by 
Reading him again: And ſee, (if they un- 
derſtand the Original) what is become of 
Ovid's Poetry, in his Verſion; whether it 
be not all, or the greateſt part of it evapo- 
rated. But this proceeded from the vron 
judgment of the Age in which he Liv'd: It 
They neither knew good-Verle, nor lov'd 
it; they were Scholars tis true, but they 
were Pedants. And for a juſt Reward of their 
Pedantick. pains, all their Tranſlations want 
to be Tranſlated, into Engliſh. 

If I Flatter not my ſelf, or if my Friends 
have not Flatterd me, 1 have given my 
Author's Senſe, for the moſt part truly: 
for to miſtake ſometimes, is incident to all 


Men: 
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Men: And not to follow the Durch Com- 


1- mentators always, may be forgiven to a 
es Man, who thinks them, in the general, hca- 
ſe. vy groſs-witted Fellows; fit only to gloſs 
d Mon their own dull Poets. Bur I leave a far- 
at ther Satire on their Wit, till I have a better 
1is opportunity, to ſhew how much 1 Love 
and Honour them. I have like wiſe attempt- 
n- ed to reſtore Ovid to his Native Sweetnels, 
ers ¶ Eafineſs, and Smoothneſs ; and to give my 
by Poetry a kind of Cadence, and, as we call 
in- Wit, a run of Verſe, as like the Original, as 
of the Engliſb can come up to the Latin. As 


he ſeldom uſes any Synalephas, ſo I have en- 
deavour'd to avoid them, as often as I 
cou'd: I have likewiſe given him his own 
turns; both on the Words and on the 
Thought. Which I cannot ſay are inimitable, 
becauſe | have Copyed them: and ſo may 
acir others, if they uſe the fame diligence: But 
ant certainly they are wonderfuily Graceful in 
this Poet. Since I have Nam'd the Synalepha, 

nds vhich is the cutting off one Vowel, imme- 
diately before another, I will give an Ex- 
mple of it, from Chapman's Homer which 
a lyes 
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lyes before me; for the benefit of thoſe 
who underſtand not the Latrine Proſodia. 
tis in the firſt Line of the Argument to | 


the firſt Iliad. | 
Apollo's Prieſt to th' Argive Fleet doth bring, &c. 


1 


There we ſee he makes it not the Argive, | 


but th Argize, to ſhun the ſhock of the two 


Vovels, immediately following each other. 


But in his Second Argument, in the ſame 


Page, he gives a bad Example of the quite 


contrary kind: 


Alpha the Pray'r of Chryſes Sings : 
The Army's Plague, the Strife of Kings. 


In theſe words the Armies, the ending with 
a Voyel, and Armies beginning with ano- 
ther Voyel, without cutting off the firſt 
5 > / 2 . S 

which by it had been th' Armies, there re- 
mains a moſt horrible ill- ſounding- gap be- 
twixt thoſe Words. I cannot fay, N71 
have every way obſery'd the rule of chis 
Synalepha, in my Tranſlation; but whereſoe- 
ver 1 have not, tis a fault in ſound: The 

French 
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ſe ¶ French and Italians have made it an inviola- 
ble Precept in their verſification; therein fol- 
lowing the ſevere Example of the Latin 
Poets. Our Countrymen have not yet 
Reform'd their Poetry fo far; but content 
themſelves vith following the Licentious 
Practice of the Greets; who though they 
ſometimes ule Synalepha s, yet make no diffi- 
culty very often, to ſound one Vowel upon 
„another; as Homer does, in the very firſt 
line of Alpha. Miu desde Ota In ο A- 
Ag. Tis true, indeed, that in the ſecond 
line, in theſe vords ub Aa, 3 and Ay? 
d, the Synalepha in revenge is twice ob- 
ſerv'd. But it becomes us, for the ſake of 
Euphony, rather Muſas colere ſewveriores, with 
the Romans; than to give into the looſeneſs 


ich of the Grecians. | 

o- I have tir d my (elf, and have been ſum- 
ſt, ¶ mon d by the Prefs to, ſend away this Dedi- 
re- ¶ cation; otherwiſe I had expos'd ſome other 
de- faults, which are daily committed by our 


Exgliſb Poets; which, with care and ob- 
his ſervation, might be amended. For after all, 
oe - ¶ our Language is both Copious, Significant, 
Che and Majeſtical; and might be redyc'd into 
uch CE | a 


\ 


2 


' more harmonious ſound. But for want 
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of Publick Encouragement, in this Iron Age, 
we are fo far from making any progreſs in 
the improvement of our Tongue, that in 
few years, we ſhall Speak and Write as Bar- 


barouſly as our Neighbours. 


Notwithſtanding my haſte, I cannot for- ; 
bear to tell your Lordſhip, that there are 
two fragments of Homer Tranſlated in this 
Miſcellany; one by Mr. Congreve (whom I 
cannot mention without the Honour which 
is due to his Excellent Parts, and that entire 
Affection which I bear him ;) and the other 
by my ſelf. Both the Subjects are pathe- 
tical; and I am ſure my Friend has added 
to the Tenderneſs which he found in the 


Original; and, withour Flattery, ſurpaſs'd his 


Author. Yer I muſt needs ſay this in reference 
to Homer, that he is much more capable of 
exciting the Manly Paſſions, than thoſe 
of Grief and Pity. To cauſe Admiration, 
is indeed the proper and adequate deſign 
of an Epick Poem : And in that he has Ex- 
celld even Virgil. Yer, without preſuming to 
Arraign-our Maſter, I may venture to af- 
firm, that he is ſomewhat too Talkative, | 

| | and 
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and more than ſomewhat too Digreſſive. 
This is ſo manifeſt, that it cannot be deny'd, 
in that little parcel which I have Tranſlated, 
perhaps too literally: There Andromache in 
the midſt of her Concernment, and Fright 
for Hector, runs off her Biaſs, to tell him a 
Story of her Pedigree, and of the lamen- 
table Death of her Father, her Mother, 
and her Seven Brothers. The Devil was 
in Hector, if he knew not all this matter, as 
well as ſhe who told it him; for ſhe had been 
his Bed-fellow for many Years together: 
And if he knew it, then it muſt be confeſs d, 
that Homer in this long digreſſion, has ra- 
ther given us his own Character, than that 
of che fair Lady whom he Paints. His 
Dear Friends the Commentators, who. ne- 
ver fail him at a pinch, will needs excuſe him, 
by making the preſent Sorrow of Andromache, 
to occaſion the remembrance of all the paſt : 
But others think that ſhe had enough to do 
with that Grief which now oppreſs d her, 
without running for aſſiſtance to her Family. 
Virgil, I am confident, wou'd have omit- 
ted ſuch a work of ſupererrogation. But 
Virgil had the Gift of expreſſing much 
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llator than the Poet. For Homer, as 1 
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in little, and ſometimes in ſilence? For though 
he yielded much to Homer in Invention, 
he more Excell d him in his Admirable Judg- 
ment. He drew the Paſſion of Dido for 
MEneas, in the moſt lively and moſt natural 
Colgurs that are imaginable: Homer was 
ambitious enough of moving pity ; for he | 
has attempted tvice on the ſame ſubject 
of Heffor's death: Firſt, when Priam and 
Hecuba beheld his Corps, which was drag d 
alter the Chariot of Achilles; and then in 
the Lamentation which was made over 
him, when his Body was redeem'd by 
Priam; and the ſame Perſons again be- 
wail his death with a Chorus of others 
to help the cry. But if this laſt excite 
Compaſſion in you, as I doubt not but 
it will, you are more oblig'd to the Tran- 


obſerv'd before, can move rage better 
than he can pity : He ſtirs up the ira- 
ſcible appetite, as our Philoſophers call it, 
he provokes to Murther, and the deſtru- 
ction of God's Images; he forms and 
equips thoſe ungodly Man-killers, whom 
we Poets, when we flatter them, call He- 
| Fall | roes; 
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roes; 2 race of Men who can never enjoy 
quiet in themſelves, till they have taken it 
from all the World. This is Hamers 
Commendation, and ſuch as it is, the aw 
vers of Peace, or at leaſt of more mode- 
rate Heroiſm , will never Envy him. But 
let Homer and Virgil contend for the Prize 
of Honour, betwixt themſelves, I am ſatiſ- 
fied they will never have a third Concurrent. 
I with Mr. Congrewe had the leiſure tõ Tran- 
ſlate him, and the World the good Nature 
and Juſtice, to Encourage him in that No- 
ble Deſign, of which he is more capable 
than any Man I know. The Earl of Mul- 
grave, and Mr. Waller, two the beſt Judges 
of our Age, have aſſur'd me, that they 
cou'd never Read over the Tranſlation of 
Chapman, without incredible Pleaſure, and 
extreme Tranſport. This Admiration of 
theirs, muſt needs proceed from the Author 
himſelf : For the Tranſlator has thrown him 
down as low, as harſh Numbers, impro- 
per Engliſh, and a monſtrous length of Verſe 

cowd carry him. What then wou'd he 
appear in the Harmonious Verſion, of one 
of the beſt Writers, living in a much bet- 
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| rer Age than was the laſt? 1 mean for Verſi· P 
| fication, and the Art of Numbers; for in 

[ 50 
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i 
the Drama we have not arriv'd to the pitch 
Of@Shakeſpear and Ben Fohnſon. But here, 
my Lord, 1 am forc'd to break off abruptly, 
without endeavouring at a Compliment in 
the cloſe. This Miſcellany, is without di- 
ſpute one of the beſt ofthe kind, which has hi- 
therto been extant in our Tongue. At leaſt, 
as Sir Samuel Tuke has ſaid before me, a 
Modeſt Man may praiſe what's not his 
own. My Fellows have no need of any 
Protection, but I humbly recommend my 
part of it, as much as it deſerves, to your 
Patronage and Acceptance, and all the reſt 
to your Forgiveneſs. 


i 
HY 


I am 
My Lord, 
{ | Tour Lordſhip's moſt 


% 1 Obedient Servant, 


ee lohn Dryden 


. 
wA 


IHE cn” | 
BOOKSELLER 


TO THE 


Aving formerly Printed two Parts of 
Miſcellany Poems, they were ſo very | 
kindly receiv'd, that I had long be- 4 
ore now Endeavour d to obtain a Third, had 

I not almoſt ever ſince the Publiſhing of the 

Second been Solliciting the Tranſlating of Ju- 

venal, and Perſius. Soon after the Publiſs- 

ing of that Book, I waited upon ſeveral Gen- 

tlemen to ask their Opinion of a Third Mi- 

ſcellany, who encourag'd me to endeavour it, 

and have conſiderably help d me in it. 


Many very Ingenious Copies wert ſent to 
me upon my giving publick Notice of this De- 
gu; but had J Printed 'em all, the Book 


n, quou d 


4. 6 


The as, to the Reader. > 
on d have fwell'd"to too great a bulk, and | 
muſt have delay d the Publiſhing of it till 
next Term : But thoſe omitted, ſoall upon Or- 
der from the Authors be reſtored ; or if the 
Gentlemen will be pleas d to ſtay till next Tar, 
I foall take it as a Favour to inſert them in 
another Miſcellany, which 1 then intend, if 1 
find by -the Sale that this proves as Enter- 
taining as the former. | 


Several Reaſons encourage me to Proceed 
upon the endeavouring a Fourth Volume: As 
That ] had aſſurance of many Copies from Per- 
ſons now out of England; which, though not 
et arriv d, I am confident will be ſent in a 

- ſhort time, and they come from ſuch Hands, 
that I can have no reaſon to doubt of their 
being very much eſteem d. | 

Would likewiſe willingly try if there 
could be an Annual Miſcellany , which I be- 
lieve might be an uſeful Diverſion to the In- 
genious. By this means care would be taken 
to preſerve..ev'ry Choice Copy that appears; 
whereas I have known ſeveral Celebrated 
Pieces ſo utterly loft in three or four Tears 

time after they were Written, as not to be 
* recoverable 


* 1 


The Bookſeller to the 221 E 
recoverable by all the Search I cou 4 nale af- 


of 'em. 


I was for ſome 1 Tears __ poſſ ft of 2 


* 


the eral Poems of Sir Carr Scrope 6, Written 
47, ¶ with his own Hand, which I in vain of late 
in frove to recover; for as I for of to whom 
f 1 I lent em, fo I believe the Perſon to whom © 


they ' were lent does not remember where they 
were borrowed : But if the preſent: Poſſeſſor 
of them reads this, I beg their being return d. 


If I Gould g o on with the Deſign of an 
Annual Miſcellany after I have procur 4 
fome Stock to proceed upon, I will give Pub- 
lick Notice of it. And I hope the Gentlemen 
who approve of this Deſign, will promote it, 
by ſending ſuch Copies as they judge will be 
acceptable. 


-* 


Your very humble Servant 


Jacob 7 onſon. 


Made Engliſh 


L of ROSCOMMO 


nourable  . 


* 
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[| Hye ſeldom e ſucceed, and will * | 


e 7 think it could never be more ſeaſonable than 


Tow ro lay down ſuch Rules, as if they-be.obſert d, 

will make Men write more corretty, and judge * 
more diſcreetly : But Horace muſt be read ſeriouſly 
or not at All, for elſe the Reader won't be the better 
for him, and I ſpall have loſt ny Labour. I have 
Kept as cloſe As 1 $ould, both to the Meaning, and 
the Words of the Author, and done nothing but 
what ] believe he would forgive f be Were alive; 
and I have often, ard my ſelf that Queſtion. 


* 


know this is a Hild, -r r 

Per quem Magnus Eques Arunci flexit Alumnus. 4 
gut with all the Reſpect due to the Name of Ben. 
ohnſon, to which no Man pays more Veneration 


Rhime, and a literal Tranſlation (to which Horace 

in this Book declares himſelf an Fnemy) has made 

him want a Comment in many Places. 
My chief Care has 15 to Write intelligibiy, and 


where the Latin was obſcure, have added 4 Line 
or two to explain it. N 1 
1 am below the Envy of the Criticks, but if I 
* durſt, I would beg them to remember,” that Horace 
Noe bioffavour and his Fortune to the Character 
even of him by Virgil ænd Vatids, that Fundanius 
a4 Pollio are ſtillbalued by what Horace [ays of 
oben, and that in their Golden Age, there cas 4 
0 , ogy, ts the Tneentous, and thoſe 
» 24 were the moſt een d Were the bet Natur 4. 
2 B Ros co N. Pa. 
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put none upon the Reader; but tell him plainly . > 


than I; it cannot be deny d, that the Conſtraint of © 


*4A * 
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5: Give us new Rules, and ſet our Harp in Tune, 


% Favour: his Flight, and moderate his Force; ; 


mn 9 
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The Poet writ to Noble P:/o, there, Ry 
; A N oble Piſo does inſtruct us here, 8 * 


* : N by LION OY x ad 2 1 * 4 
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OF THIS 


TRANS LATION, 


And of che 


E 1 POETRY. | 
— 


5 EDMOND ELLEN En 


* Yy 


my M E. was : ng by her Horace taught, 
Than * are hee, to comptehend his Thought: 


Gives us a Pattern in his flowing stile, | % 
And with rich Precepts does oblige our Iſle, 
Britain, whoſe Genius is in Verſe expreſsd 
Bold and ſublime, but negligently dreſs'd. 

\ Horace will our ſuperfluous Branches prune, 


| 


Direct us how to back the winged Hors, | 


Though Poets may of Inſpiration boaſt, 
Feng Rage il * d, in the Clouds is lo 
2 ae . H. 
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MISCELLANY POEMS. 5. 
He that proportion d Wonders can diſcloſe, | 

Kt once his Fancy and his Judgment ſhows. * 

„Chat moral Writing we may learn from bence, 1 

Neglect of which no Wit can recompence; 1 

The Fountain which from Helicon proceeds, 2 cr 

That ficrpl Stream ſhould never water Weeds, 1 

Nor make the Crop of Thorns and Thiftes, grow, 

Which Envy or perverted Nature ſouw. ARMY 
Well-ſounding Verſes arc the Charm we uſe, 

Heroick Thoughts, and Yirtue to infuſe; 

Things.of deep Senſe we may in Proſe unfold, 

But they move more, in lofty Numbers told; 

By the loud Trumpet, which our Courage — 

We learn that Sound, a8 well as Senſe perſuades. 
The Muſe's Friend unto himſelf ſevere, 

With ſilent Pity looks on all that Er; 

but where a brave, a publick Action . 

hat he rewards with his Immortal Lines, * 

Vhether it be in Council or in „ 

His Country's Honour is his chief Delight; 

"raiſe of great Acts, he ſcatters as a Seed,” - — | 

hich ner the like, in coming Ages bene: i | 
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Here tauglit the Fate of Verſes, always prix d 

With Admiration, or as much deſpis'd, 

Men will be leſs indulgent to theif Faults, 

And Patience have to cultivate their Thoughts; 
Poets loſe half the Praiſe they ſhould have got, 
Could it be known, what they diſcreetly blot, 

Finding new Words, that to the rayiſh'd Ear, 
May like the Language of the Gods appear. I» 
Such as of old, wiſe Bards employ 'd, to make 
- Unpoliſh d Men their wild Retreats torfake:; 3 5 . 
Law:. giving Heroes, fam d for taming Brutes, ( 
A444 raiſing Cities with their charming Lutes: +4 ( 
| For rudeſt Minds with Hafmony were caught, * ( 
And civil Life was by the Muſes taught. , 
So wand'r ring Bees would periſh in the Air,” ] 
Did not a Sound, proportion'd to their Ear, \ 
Appeaſe their Rage, invite them to the Hive, V 

' = Uvitetheir Force, and. teach them how to thriye, P 
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0 rob the Flowers, 2nd to forbear the Spoil, 

. "3 Preſerv'd 1 in Winter by their Summer's Toil, 

Ikhey give us Food, which may with Nectar Vie 

9 War that does the abſent Sun ſupply. 
„ 15 HU RAC 
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57 che Earl of ROSCO WIS 
= as * | 
» I in a Picture (Piſo) you i mode 05 
N A handſome Woman with a Fiſhes Tail, 
Or a Man's Head upon a Horſe's Neck, 
Or Limbs of Beaſts of the moſt difPrent kinds, 
Coyer'd with Feather « of all ſorts of Birds, 
Would you not laugh, and think the Painter mad? 
Truſt me that Book is as ridiculous, q 
Whoſe incoherent Stite (like ſick Mens Dreams) 
Varics all Shapes, and mixes all Extreams. | 
ve, Painters and Poets have been ſtill allowed, 
Their Pencils, and their Fancies unconfin'd, 
This Priviledge we freely give and take; 
Tie But N ature, and the Common Laws of Senſc, 
Forbid to reconcile Antipathies, 8 
40 B4 a” 


[ | ” 


And hungry Tygers court the render Lambs; 
Some that at firſt have promis d: mighty things, 
Applaud themſelves, when a few florid Lines 


Here they deſcribe a Temple, or a Wood, 
Or Streams that through delightful Meadows run, 


And are as much to ſeek in other Wings, 


Wpen you begin with ſo much Pomp and Show, 


|  Moft Poets fall into the groſſeſt Faults, 


| N Their Spirits ſink ; while others that affect [ {trengrh, 


8 Dee TH IRD PART F 
Or m ake 2 Snake engender” with a Dove, 


Shine through th'inſipid Dulneſs of the reſt; 


And there the Rainbow, or the rapid Rhine, 
But they miſplace them all, and eroud them in, 


As he that only can deſign a Tree, 
Would be to draw a Spe or a Storm. 


Why! is the End ſo little and ſo low? 2 
Be what you will, ſo you be ſtill the ame. © 


Deluded by a ſeeming Excellence: 
By ftriving to be ſhort, they grow Obſcure, 
And when they would write ſmoothly they want 


4 lofty Stile, ſwell to a Tympany; 
Some tim vous Wretches ſtart at ev ry blaſt, 


And 


15 


ant 


ch, 


| 


And 
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 MESTEELANT POEMS. | 
And fearing, Tempeſts, dare not leave the Shores / 


Others in Love with wild Variety, = Oi — 


Draw Boars in Waves, and Dolphins in a W : 
Thus fear of Erring, Ein d with want of gc 

Is a moſt certain way of Erring Kill. 

The meaneft Workman i in the Elan a 
May grave the Nails, or imitate the Hair, 8 
But cannot finiſh what he hath begun; 

What is there more ridiculous than he? 

For one or two good F catures in a F ace, 


UW here all the reſt are ſcandalouſly ill,. 


Make it but more remarkably deform'd, ' * | 
Let Poets mateh their Subject t to their Strength{# 
And oſten try what weight they can ſupport, #* | 


As well the Force as Ornament of Verſe; 5 

Conſiſt in chuſing a fit time for thing, ö 

and knowing when a Muſe ſhould be indulgd 

In her full Flight, and vhen ſhe mould be cutb'd. 

ords muſt be choſen, and be plac'd with Skill, 
1 ou 


a 


And what their, Shoulders are too weak to bear, A | 
After a ſerious and judicious Choice, r 
Method and Eloquence Loco; Ws 1 N 5 
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% The THIRD PART of © 
I You gain your Point, if your induſtrious Art 
Can make unuſual Words caſicand plain, 

. . But (if you write of things Abſtruſe or NE 
Some of your own inventing may. be us * 
(so it be ſeldom and diſcreetly ond)... 
But he that hopes to have new Word $ 5 d, 3 
1 ; Muſt ſo derive them from the Grecian Spring, | 
As they may ſeem to flow without 3 

Can an Impartial Reader diſcommend 


In Varus, or in Virgil what he likes? 


In Plautus or Cæcilius? Why ſhould I | 
e enyy'd for the little J invent, +: | ; 
| : hen Ennius and Cato's copious St | == | 

? Have fo enrich d, and ſo adorn'd our c Tongue? > * 08-1 
x Men ever had, and ever will have leaye, - ., "7 
| ; To coin new Words well ſuited to A 


Words are like Leaves, ſome wither cy'ry Year, | 
And ev ry Vear a younger Race ſucceeds z, 
Death is a Tribute all things owe to Fate; ; 
The Lucrint Mole (Ceſar's ſtupendous Work) | | 
Protects our Navics from the raging North; | 1 
And, (dince Cerhegus drain d the Pontin Lale 
we 


- x1 8 
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e Plow and Reap where former Ages rowd. 
Sce how the Tyoer, (whoſe licentious Waves 
So often oyer-floy'd the neighb ring Fields,) 
Now runs a ſmooth and inoffenſive Courſe, | 
Confin'd by our great Emperor's Command; 
Vet this and they, and all will be forgot; 
Why then ſhould Words challenge Eternity, 
When greateſt Men, and greateſt Actions die? 
"ag may revwe the obſoleteſt Words, 1 
'And banyſh thoſe that now. are moſt in Vogue; 1 
Uſe is the Judge, the Law, and Rule of Speech. 5 I 
Homer firſt taught the World in Epick/Verſe,, — | 
(To write of great Commanders, and of Kings, 
Elegies \ were at firſt deſign'd for Grief, | * FA 
Though now we ule them to expreſs our Joy) 


But to whoſe Muſe we owe that ſort of Verſe, 2 
Is undecided by the Men of Skill. 5 


Rage with Jambiek's,. arm'd Archilachus 15 

N awbebs ſor Dialogue. and Action fit, 

And Favourites of the Dramatick Muſe. * 
Fi ierce, Lofty, Rapid, whoſe commanding Sound 9 


Awes che ic rumiiltuons Noiſes of the Pit, 
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And whoſe peculiar,Province is the Stage. 
Gods, Heroes, Conquerors, Olympick Crowns 
Loves pleaſing Cares, and the free Joys of Wine, 
Are proper Subjects for the Lyrick Song. 

Why is he honour'd with a Poet's Name, 
Who neither knows, nor would obſerye a Rule? 
And chuſes to be Ignorant and Proud, 4. 
Rather than own his Ignorance, and Learn, 

Let ey'ry thing have its due Place and Time:: 
A Comick Subject loves an humble wer. 6 
Thyeſtes ſcorns a low and Comick Stile. 

Yet Comedy ſometimes may xaiſe her Voice, | 
| AndChremes be allow'd to foam and rail: 


; * 1 1 N 
1 N 


T too, lay by their State to grieve; Wy. {« 
Peleus and Telephus exibd and poor, 7 
Forget their fi welling, and Gygantick Words. 


He that would haye Spectators ſhare his Gris, ] 

Muſt write not only well, but movingly, | 
And raiſe Mens Paſſions to what height he will, 
We Weep and Laugh, as we fee others do, 
He only makes me ſad who ſhews the way, 
And firſt is ſad himſelf, then (Telephus) |. 
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I feel the weight of your Calamitjes, ; 
And fancy all your Miſeries my own, < | 
But if you act them ill, 1 ſleep or laugh: 3 
Your Looks muſt needs alter, as your Subject does — 
From kind to fierce, from anton to ſevere, 
For Nature born and ſoftens us within, 
And writes our Fortunes Changes in our F ace. 
Pleaſure enchants, impetuous Rage tranſports, 4 
And Grief dejects, and wrings the tortur'd Soul, 
And theſe are all interpreted by Speech; Af 8 
But he wkoſe Words and Fortunes diſagree, 
Abſurd, unpity'd, grows a publick Jeſt. 
Obſerve the Characters of thoſe that ſpeak, 
Whether an honeſt Servant, or a Cheat, | | 
Or one whoſe Blood boils in his youthful Veins, | 
Or a grave Matron, or a buſie N urſe, ; 
Extorting Merchants, careful Husbandmen, 
Argives, or Thebans, Aftans or Greeks. 
Follow Report, or feign coherent things,” 
Deſcribe Achilles, as Achilles was, | . 
Impatlent, raſh, inexorable, proud, * n 2 
Scorning all Judges, and all Law but Arms; 
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14 The THIRD PART of 
Meda muſt be all Revenge and Blood, 


Ino all Tears, Txion all Deceit, 


To muſt wander, and les mourn: 

If your bold Muſe dab tread unbeaten Paths,” | 
And bring new Characters upon the Stage, 

Be ſure you keep them up to their firſt height. 
New Subjects are not eaſily explain d, 

And you had better chuſe a well known Theme, 
Than truſt to an Invention of your own; | 
For what originally others writ, 

May be ſo well diſguis'd, and fo improv 4, 
That with ſome Juſtice it may paſs for yours; 
But then you muſt not Copy trivial chings, | 
FI Word for Word too faithfully are 

J Nor (as ſome ſervile Imitators do) 
Preſcribe at firſt ſuch ſtrict uneaſie Rules, 

As they muſt ever laviſhly obſerve, 

Or all the Laws of Decency renounce: 
Begin not as thꝰ old Poetaſter dic. 
(Troy s famous Mar, and Priam's Fate, # ſing) 
In what will all this Oſtentation end . | 


3 lab' ring en * vringfors Mou 
He 


— be + a, »* 

: _ - y : " 94 — | \ - 7 * . >, 

. * — * V * - ig 1 © T5 5 . * — - * 1 _ A» 
7 Lg & * . wn nt - , \ 8 5 : a + _—_ 
«= * 1 - 4 * 2 ** = 4 SP A. Sa + ' +4 - * 
. v * + » Pe 
* ay — > 1 * +: \ ii - * 8 4 — - ans 
9 4 * a * E . 
' ! 


MIELE Aur POEMS. 15 4 
How far is this from the Meonian Stile? | 
Muſe, ſpeak the Man, who. ſince the Siege of Troy, 
So many Towns, ſuch change of Manners ſaw. _ 
One with a Flaſh begins, and ends in Smoak, © _ 
The other out. of Smoał brings glorious 2 > 
And (without raiſing Expectation high) 
Surprizes us with dahin Miracles, 11 1 
„Tze bloody Leſtrygans inhumane Feaſts _ © 1 
Wich all the Monſters of the Land and Sea; 
How. Scylla bark d, and Polyphemus roar'd: 4 
He doth not trouble us with Leda's Eggs, 
When he adi to write the Trojan War; 

Nor writing the Return of Diomed, 
Go back as far as Meleagers Deatn:: 


Nothing is idle, each judicious IIe 
Inſenſibly acquaints us with the Plot; 0 4 
He chuſes only what he can improve, K 225 by A 
And Truth and Fiction are ſo aptly 5 * 8 5 | 
That all ſeems Uniform, and of a Piece 
N ow hear what ey ry Auditor expects; TOW k 
If you intend that he ſhould ſtay to hear J 4 
The Epilogue, ang fee the Currain fll, Wo 
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* | Mind how our Tempers alter with our Years. 
And by thoſe Rules form all your Characters. 2 
One that hath newly learn'd to ſpeak and go, 
Loves childiſh Plays, i is ſoon provok'd and pleasid, 
And changes ev 'ry Hour his wav'ring Mind. 

A Youth that firſt caſts off his Tutor' „ Voke, | 
Loves Hörſes, Hounds, and Sports, and Exerciſe, 
Prone to all Vice, impaticnt' of Reproof, 3 ; | 
Proud, careleſs, fond, inconſtant, and profuſe. 
Gain and Ambition rule our riper Vears, 1 
And make us Slaves to Intereſt and Pow 'r. 33 
Old Men are only walking Hoſpitals, 3 7 
Where all Defects, and all Diſeaſes croud 
With reſtleſs Pain, and more tormenting — 
"Uo Lazy, moroſes full of Delays and Hopes, _ 
*% - Oppreſs'd with Riches which they dare not uſe; 
Il. natur d Cenſors of the preſent Age, 

And fond of all the Follies of the paſt. 

Thus all the Treaſure of our flowing Years, 
Our Ebb of Life for ever takes way. 7 
Boys muſt not have th' ambitious Care of Meg, | 


= : * 5 


1 Nor Men the weak Apxictics of Ape. 
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MIScELLANT POEMHS. 17 
Some things are acted, others only told; 
But what we hear moves leſs than what we ſce; 
Spectators only have their Eyes to truſt, 
But Auditors muſt truſt their Ears and you; - 
Yet there are things improper for a Scene, 
Which Men of Judgment only will relates 

dea muſt not draw her murth'ring Knife, 

\nd ſpill her Childrens Blood upon the Stage, 
Nor Atreus there his horrid Feaſt prepare, 
admus and Progne's Metamorphoſis, | 
She to a Swallow turn'd, he to a Snake) 

und whatſoever contradicts my Senſe, 
hate to ſee, and never can believe. 
ive Acts are the juſt Meaſure of a Play, -_ 
ever preſume to make a God appear, 

But for a Buſineſs worthy of a God, 

nd in one Scene no more than three ſhould ſpeak. 

Chorus ſhould ſupply what Action wants, 

ind hath a generous and manly Part; 

ridles wild Rage, loves rigid Honeſty, 
nd ſtrict Obſeryance of impartial Laws, 

obriety, Security and Peace, 

C . And 


8 me THIR D PART of | | 

And begs the Gods to turn blind Fortune's Wheel, 
Ao raiſe the Wretched, and pull down the Proud. 
(But nothing muſt be Sung between the Acts 
But what ſome way conduces to the Plot.) 

Firſt the ſhrill Sound of a ſmall rural Pipe 

(Not loud like Trumpets, nor adorn'd as now) 
Was Entertainment for the Infant Stage, 

And pleas'd the thin and baſhful Audience, 


Of our well· meaning, frugal Anceſtors. 
But when our Walls and Limits were enlarg'd, 1 
And Men (grown wanton by Proſperity). _ | > 
Study'd new Arts of Luxury and Eaſe, | Y 
The Verſe, the Mulick, and the Scene's improv'dif F 
For how ſhould Ignorance be Judge of Wit, T 
Or Men of Senſe applaud the Jeſts of Fools? A 
Then came rich Cloths and graceful Action in, 7 
Then Inſtruments were taught more moving Not Al 
And Eloquenee with all her Pomp and Charms O. 
Forctold as uſeful and ſententious Truths, Be 
As thoſe deliver'd by the De/phick God: An 


The firſt Tragedians found that ſerious Stile MAI! 
Too grave for their Uncultivated Age, 
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MISCELLENT POEMS.” 
And ſo brought wild and naked Satyrs in, 
( Whoſe Motion, Words, and Shape were alla Farce) 
(As oft as Decency would give them leave) 
Becauſe the mad ungovernable Rout, 
Full of Confuſion, and the Fumes of Wine, 
Lov'd ſuch Variety and antick Tricks. 
But then they did not wrong themſelves ſo much ' 
To make a God, a Hero, or a King, 
(Stript of his golden Crown and purplc Robe) 
Deſcend to a Mechanick Dialect, 
Nor (to avoid ſuch Meanneſs) ſoaring high 
With empty Sound, and airy Notions fly; 
For, Tragedy ſhould bluſh as much to ſtoop _ 
To the low Mimick Follies of a Farce, 
As a grave Matron would, to dance with Girls: 
You muſt not think that a Satyrick Stile 
Allows of ſcandalous and brutiſh Words, 
Or the confounding of your Characters. | 
Begin with Truth, then give Invention ſcope, 
And if your Stile be natural and ſmooth, 
All Men will try, and hope to write as well, 
And (not without much Pains) be undeceiv'd. 

C 2 
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So much good Method and Connexion may 


Improve the common and the plaineſt Things. 
A Satyr that comes ſtaring from the Woods, 


Rude were the Actors, and a Cart the Scene, 


Muſt not at firſt ſpeak like an Orator; 


But, tho' his Language ſhould not be refin'd, : 


It muſt not be Obſcene, and Impudent; 


The better Sort abhors Scurrility, —_ 
And often cenſures what the Rabble likes. 


Unpoliſh'd Verſes paſs with many Men, 
And Rome is too Indulgent in thar Point; 


But then, to write at a looſe rambling rate, 4 


In hope the World will wink at all our Faults, 
Is ſuch a raſh, ill: grounded Confilence, 

As Men may pardon, but will never praiſe. 
Conſider well the Cree Originals, | 
Read them by Day, and think of them by Nighl | 
But Plautus was admir'd in former time. 
With too much Patience (not to call it worſe) 
His harſh, unequal Verſe, was Muſick then, 
And Rudeneſs had the Privilege of Wit: 
When Theſpis firſtæxpos d the Tragick Muſe, 
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MISCELLANT POEMS. 21 
here ghaſtly Faces ſtain d with Lees of Wine 
righted the Children, and amus'd the Croud; 
This Aſcbilus (with Indignation) ſaws 

Ind built a Stage, found out a decent Dreſs, 
Brought Vizards in (a civiler Diſguiſe) "oo | 
and taught Men how to ſpeak, and how to act; 
ext Comedy appear'd with great Applauſe, 
Till her licentious and abuſive Tongue 
aken'd the Magiſtrates Coercive Pow'r, 
nd forc'd it to ſuppreſs her Inſolence; | 
Dur Writers have attempted ey'ry Way, 
And they deſerve our Praife, whoſe daring Muſe . 5 
Diſdain'd to be beholden to the Greets, | 
ind found fit Subjects for her Verſe at home: 
or ſhould we be leſs famous for our Wit, 

han for the Force'of our victorious Arms; 

zut that the Time and Care, that are requir d 

Lo overlook, and file, and poliſh well, 

right Poets from that neceſſary Toil. 
Democritus was ſo in love with Wit, 

ind ſome Mens Natural Impulſe to write, | 

hat he deſpis d the help of Art and Rules, 
| C 3 And 
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And thought none Poets till their Brains were cravkt; | 
And this hath fo Intoxicated ſorhe, N 
That (to appear incorrigibly mad) 

They Cleanlineſs and Company renounce, © 

For Lunacy beyond the Cure of Art, | 

With a long Beard, and Ten long dirty Nails, at 
Paſs currant for Apollos Livery. SOT OS 

O my unhappy Stars! If in the Spring 

Some Phyſick had not cur'd me of the Spleen, 
None would have writ with more Succeſs than 1, 
But I am fatisfy*d to keep my Senſe, 

And only ferye to whet that Wit in you, 

To which I willingly reſign my Claim. 

Yer without Writing I may teach to writez 
Tell what the Duty of a Poet is; 

Wherein his Wealth and Ornament conſiſt, 
And how he 1 may be form d, and how improv 
What fit, what nor, what excellent or ill. 
Sound Judgment i is the ground of Writing well: 
And when Philoſophy Uire&s your Choice 
To proper Subjects rightly underſtood, © 
Words from your Pen will naturally flow; 
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ne only gives che proper Chaencter 2 oy 214 
wo knows the Duty of all Ranks of e 

And what we owe to Country, Patents, Fins, 1 

How Judges, and how Senators —_ * 

And what becomes à General to d; C 13 & 

Thoſe are the likeſt Copies, bie are wir aid — 

By the Original of human Life. ö. 

Sometimes in rough and backen b Plays, A e 

We meet with ſuch 2 lucky Character, * 0. 
„As deing humour d . and well 10 d, ; 


*s4 


And chiming Trifles, of more Audion Peet 5 
Greece had àa Genius, Greece had — 
For her Ambition and her End was Pane, Fa 5 3 
Our Roman Vouthi is bred anorket way, Th 
And taught no Arts but thoſe of Uſinyy * 
And the glad Father glories in lis Child, 
When he can ſubdivide' #FraRtign: . 
Can Souls, Who by their Parents from their Birth 
Have been devored thus to Ruft and Gain, af. 


Be capable of high and! gen 'rous Thoughts: ? 
Can Verſes writ * ſuch an Author he? 


CN. But 


GED <q " | 
: 3 l Ro þ 
2 


| | | 1 Sha 
24 The THIRD PART of 

But you (brave Youth) wiſe Name's worthy Heir | 
Remember of what weight your Judgment is, 
And never venture to commend a Book, 

That has not paſs'd all Judges and all Teſts. 

A Poet ſhould inſtruct, or pleaſe, or both; 

Let all your Precepts be ſuccin& and clear, 
That ready Wits may comprehend them ſoon, 
And faithful Memories retain them long; 

For Superfluities are ſoon forgot. 1 
Never be ſo conceited of your Parts, ; | 
To think you may perſuade us what "oy pleaſe, 
Or venture to bring in a Child line,, 
That Canibals have murther d and devour'd, 

Old Age explodes all but Morality; 85 oo 
Auſterity offends aſpiring Vouts 
But he that joins Inſtructions with Delight, 
Profit with Pleaſure, carries all the Votes; 
Ih: ſe are the Volumes that enrich the Shops, 
Theſe paſs with, Admiration chrough the Wodd; 
And bring cheir Author an Eternal F ame. i 5 
Be not too rigidly Cenſorious, 1 | 

A String may jar in che beſt Maſter's Hand, 
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And the moſt skilful Archer miſs his A0 Wd 1 
But in a Poem elegantly writ . bo 
I vill not quarrel with a Wee * ¹ e 
Such as our Nature's Frailty may n D n ith rf 
But he that hath been often told his Fault: 4 
And ſtill perſiſts, is as impertinent, 41 1 tt 4 
As a Muſician that will always play,. 
And yet is always out at the ſame hin * 
When ſuch a poſitive abandonꝰd gd 1 


(Among his numerous A bſurditie / 
Stumbles upon ſome tolerable Line, 

I fret to ſee them in ſuch Company, \, 

And wonder by what Magick they came there. 
But in long Works, Sleep will ſometimes ſurprizae, 
Homer himſelf hath been obſery'd to no. 1 a 
AJ Poems (like Pictures) are of diff rent Sorts, - 
some better at a diſtance, others near. 
some love the Dark, ſome chuſe the cleareſt Light, Y 
d, And boldly challenge the moſt piercing Eye, 4 
1: Some pleaſe for once, ſome will for ever Ned, 39 
But P:/0 (tho' your own Experience, A 


Join d with your F athet s Precepts make you wiſe) - 
Ang ¶e⸗ 
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Remember this as an important Truth 5 ps 
Some things admit of Mediocrity, i 

A Counſellor or Pleader at the Bar, W 
8 want Meſſala's powerful Eloquence; Wa, 6 
Or be leſs read than deep Caſſellius; ＋ 
- Yet this indifPrent Lawyer is efteem'd, 
But no Authority of Gods nor Men 
Allow of any Mean in Poeſi eee... 
As an ill Conſort, and a coarſe Perfume, 
| {A 5 the Delicacy of a Feaſt, r 
1 And might with more Diſcretion have been ſpat'd; 
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1 voeſie, whoſe End is to delight, 969) , 
j 11 of no Degrees, but muſt be wan 
b IX : ly good, Or deſpicably ill. Tf p 


F FIther things Men have ſome Reaſon left, Wp 
And one that cannot Dance, or Fence, or Run, Is. 


Deſpairing of Succeſs, forbears 0 try ; 4 
But all (without Conſideration) write; p 
Some thinking that th Omnipotence of Wealth C 
Can turn them into Poets when they pleaſe. hs why, 
But Piſo, you are of too quick a fight. WA 
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wr” ro diſcern which way * Talent yes, "MT 
Or 
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Or vainly ſtruggle with your Genius, . I 
Vet if it ever be your Fate to Write, 
Let your Productions paſs the ſtricteſt MINA 2 
ine and your Father's, and not ſce the Light, 
Till Time and Care have ripen'd ey y Line. * 7 A 
What you keep by you, you may change and Bend 4 
But Words ance ſpoke can never be recalſd. 
Orpheus inſpir d by more than Human Pings - 0 a 
Did not (as Poets feign) tame Savage ee 10 25 4 1 
But Men as lawleſs, and as wild as they, * x | 
And frſt diſſuaded them from rde, A 5 2 
rnus when 4mphion built the Theban Wall, 3 
WT hey feign'd the Stones obey'd his Magick _— "1 
Poets, the firſt Inſtructors of Mankind F 1 
Brought all things to their proper, native N 
Some they appropriated to the Gods, 
And ſome to publick, ſome to private Ends 
Promiſcuous Love by Marriage was reſttain'd. 
Cities were built, and uſtful Laws were made: 


* 


So ancient is the Pedigree of Vers, Us 4 
And ſo Divine # Poet's Function 
Then Homer's and Tyrrevs Martial Muſfſe 
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28 Wakend the World, and ſounded loud Alarms. | 
[ "To Verſe we owe the Sacred Oracles, 

And our beſt P recepts of Morality; ; 8 1 
5 Some have by Verſe obtain d the Love of Kings, 
0 Who, with the Muſes, eaſe their weary d Minds) 
: 4 Then blu not N oble Piſo to protect of 
8 What Gods inſpire, and Kings delight to hear. 
Some think that Poets may be form'd by Art, 
* F Others maintain, that Nature makes them ſo, 
* I neither ſee What Art without a Vein, 
Nor Wit without the help of Art can do, 
But mutually they need each other's Aid. 
_ He that intends to gain th Olympic Prize "” 
Muſt uſe himſelf to Hunger, Heat, and Cold, 
Take leave of Wine, and the ſoft Joys of Love; 
And no Muſician dares pretend to Skill, 
U Without a great Expence of Time and Pains 5 
But ecvry little buſie Scribler no, 
Swells wich the Praiſes which he gives! himſelF; 
And taking Sanctuary in the Croud, | 
Zorn of his Impudence, and ſcorns to med. zh 


A wealthy. Poct takes more Pains to hire 
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A flatt'ring Audience, than poor Tradeſmen By p . 1 
To perſuade Cuft8mers to buy their Goods. 8 4 
Tis hard to find a Man of great Eſtace, , 
That can diſtinguiſh Flatterers from FE riends/. ) 
Never delude your ſelf, nor read your Book 
Before a'brib'd and fawning Auditor; 1 > 
For he'll commend and feign an Extafic IG, 
Grow pale or weep, do any thing to pleaſe; , by Ss 1 4 
True Friends appear leſs moy'd than Counterſir; 
As Men that truly grieve at Funerals,” * 4 
Are not ſo loud, as thoſe that cry for Hire, 
Wiſe were the Kings, who never choſe a Friend 
Till with full Cups they had unmask'd his Soul, 
And ſeen the Bottom of his deepeſt Thoughts; 79 
You cannot arm your ſelf with too much Care 
Againſt the Smiles of a defi igning Knave. 
Quintilius (if his Advice were ask d) 
Would freely tell you what you ſhould correct, 
Or (if you could not) bid you blot it out, 
And with more Care ſupply the Vacancy 
But if he found you fond, and obſtinate, 
(And 2 9 than mend your Faul te) 

W ith 
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1 * With Silence leave you to admire your ſelf, 
4 3 And without Rival hug your darling Book. 
The prudent Care of an Impartial Friend 
1 MN Will give you notice of each idle Line, 
1 Shew what founds harſh, and what wants Ornament, 
N 3X Or where 1 it is too laviſhly beſtow'd; | 
4 5 Make you explain all that he finds obſcure, 
And with a ſtrict Enquiry mark your Faults 
Nor for theſe Trifles fear to loſe your Love; 
. Thoſe things which now ſcem frivolous and flight 
; 1 ; Will be of ſerious Conſequence to you, 
© When they have made you once Ridiculous. . 
0 A mad Dog's Foam, th' Infection of the Plague, 
| And all the Judgments of the angry Gods, 
We are not all more heedfully to ſhun, 

Than Poetaſters in their raging Fits, 

Follow d and pointed at by Fools and Boys, 
But dreaded and proſerib d by Men of Senſe: 
If (in the Raving of a Frantick Muſe) 
And minding more his Verſes than his Way, 
Any of thefe ſhould drop into a Well, ; 
Ttoo' he might burſt his Lungs to call for help, 


N 
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No Creature would aſſiſt or pity him, 

But ſeem to think he fell on purpoſe i in- a4 

Hear how an old Sjei/ien Poet dy" x Ws 2. 

Empedacles, mad to be thought a Galt,” WEN 

nt In a cold Fit leap'd i into (Huna Flames, . 4 

Give Poets leave to make :theniſclyes ava” 
Why ſhould it be a greater Sin to kill, 
Than to keep Men alive againſt their Will? 1 ; 
Nor was thi Chance, but a delib'rate Choice | 4 3 
For if Empegdocles' were now reviv'd, „ 4 
He would be at his Frolick once again, 
And his Pretenſions to Divinity: ; 

„is hard to ſay whether for Sacrilege, 

Or Inceſt, or ſome more unheard of Crime, 
The Rhiming Fiend is ſent into theſe Menz 

But they are all moſt viſibly poſſeſs d, 

And like a baited Bear, when he breaks looſe, 

without Diſtin&ion ſeize on all they meet; 

None ever ſcap'd that came within their reach, 

Sticking, like Leeches, till they burſt with Blood, 

Without Remorſe inſatiably they read, 

And nevet leave till they have read Men dead, 
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13 Azure Vaults! O Cryſtal Sky?! 


ta Ihe World's tranſparent Canopy, 
Break your long Silenee, and let Mortals know, 
With what Contempt you look on Things below. 


Wing'd Squadrons of the God of War, 
Who conquer wherefac'er you are, | 
Let Ecchoing Anthems make his Praiſes known 


On Earth, his F oot<ſtool, as in Heav'n his Throne. 


Great Eye of All, whoſe Glorious Ray 
Rules the bright Empire of che Day. 
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o praiſe his Name, without whole purer 0. — 
TM had{t | oy hid 3 in an A of * 7 

« n 
Ye Moon a Planer, who, diſpence, 1 a 
By Gods Command, your "Influence, | | 
Reſign to Him, 2s your Cteator due, 
That Veneration which —— you. 


* K. | þ 31 | wy 


 Faireſt, as 2 „ Ki ef Things, =. 
From whom all Joy, all Beauty ſprings, 

© praiſe th! AlmightyiRuler of the Globe, | 

[ho uleth thee for his Wer Robe. 

5 e et . * 
Praife him ye loud Ratnnoihious Sole Pd 
Whoſe Sacred Stamp all Nature bears, 

ho did all Forms from the rude Chaos draws. 


And whoſe Command is th univerſal Law: 


- 


one. Ye wat'ry Mountains of the Ser, 

And you fo far above our Eye, 

aſt ever· moving Orbe, Exaltiþis Name, 

Vho gave its Being to your Glorious Frame: 
N D Ye 
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And praiſe your Maker with your forked Tongue, 
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P 
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At whoſe Command the foaming Billows roar, 


Whirlwinds and Tempeſt, praiſe th Almighty Lor 
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Ye Dragons, whoſe contagious Breath + 9 
Peoples the dark Retreats of Deat, - 

Change your fierce Hiſſing into joyful Song. 


Ptaiſc him ye Monſters of the Deep, | 
That in the Seas vaſt Boſoms ſlcep, 


Yet know their Limits, Tremble and Adore. 


Ye Miſts and Vapours, Hail and Snow, 
And you who through the Concave blow, . 
Swift Executors of his holy. Word, 


a be to re 0e 

Seem leſs than Mole- Hills do to you, 
Remember how, when firſt Zehovah ſpoke, 
All Heay'n was Fire, and Sinai hid in Smoak. I 


Praiſe him, Gyect Off-ſpring of the Ground, 
With Heav'nly Nectar yearly Crown'd; 


nd 
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and ye tall Cedats, celebrate his Praiſe, 
at in his bn Sacred Altars raiſe. that 


of Idle Niuficians of che Spiing;. STOR e ee e, 
Whoſe only Care sto Love and Pa | 
ly thro' the World, and let your crembling Throat 

Praiſe 1 an rhe ſweceeſh Note. 
Praiſe him eagh Salvage Fagiods Beaſt, W ond 
That on his Stores do daily feaſt: 

And you tame Slaves of the laborious Plow, * 
our weary Knees to your Creator bow. f | 


Majeſtick Monarchs, Mortal Gods 44 
Whoſe Pow'r hath here no Periods, .. 

ay all Attempts againſt your Crown be vin; 
ut = member . woe Pow'r wits Reign, 
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Let the wide World his Praiſes 20 ref 

Where Tagus and Euphrates ſpring 

nd from the Danube froſty Banks, to thoſe 

here from an unknown Head great Nitus flows. 
"Ds | Lou 
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Lou that diſpoſe of all our Liyes, | 

Praiſe him from whom your Pow r derives: | 

ge True and Juſt, like him, and fear bis Word, 
As much as AE do * * 3 


| Praiſe him, old Monuments of Time; 

O praiſe him in your Youthful Prime: 
| Praiſe him fair Idols of our greedy Senſe; 
Exalt his Name, ſweet Age of Innocence. 


"A 
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Jehovah's Name ſhall only laft, 

When Heav'n, Earth, and all is paſt: 
Nothing, Great God, is to be found in Thee, 
But Unconceivable , 
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Exalt, 0 Jicabs Sacred Race, 

ö The God of Gods, the God of Grace; 

8 Who will above the Stars your Empire raiſe, 
And with his Glory recompence your Praiſe. 
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Written by the E. of MU L GRAVE. 
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UCH is the 4 c of theſi: cenſorious . br, 
DJ The Art 1 is loſt of knowin-g how to praiſe, 
octs are envious now, and Fools alone 

dmire at Wit, becauſe themſelves have none. 
et, whatſoc'er is by yain Cyiticks thought, | 1 
raiſing is harder much, than finding Fault: ; 
homely Picces ev'n the Dutch excel, > 
alians only can draw Beauty well. 

As Strings alike wound up ſo equal prove, 

hat one reſounding makes the other moye; 

om a like Cauſe Satires have plcas'd ſo much, 
e ſimpathize with each ill-natur'd Touch: 


w 
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And, as the ſharp Infection ſpreads about, 
The Reader's Malice helps the Writer out. 
Io blame, is eaſie; to commend, i is bold; 
Vet, if the Muſe inſpires it, who can bold 
To Merit we are bound to give Applauſe, 
Content to ſuffer in ſo Juſt a Cauſe, 
While in dark I, gnorance Men lay, afraid 
Of Fancies, Ghoſts, "and ey 'ry empty Shade; 
- Great Hobs appear'd, and by his Reaſon': s Light 
Put ſuch Fantaſtick Forms to ſhameful Flight : 
Fond is their Fear, who think we needs muſt be 
To Vice cnflay'd, if from vain Terrors free; 
The Wiſe and Good, Morality will guide, 
And Superſtition all the World beſide. 5 
In other Authors, tho the Senſe be good, 

Tis not ſometimes ſo eas ly underſtood; bs 
That Jewel ofc unpoliſh'd has remain'd, 
Some Words ſhould be left out, and ſome explain'd 

So that in Search of Senſe we either ſtray, 

Or elſe grow weary in ſo rough a Way. 

But here bright Eloquence docs always ſmile 
In ſuch a choice, yet unaffected stile, 


W 
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LAs docs both Knowledge and Delight impart, _ 

The Force of Reaſon, with the Flow*rs of Art, 

Clear as a beauriful tranſparent Skin, 

Which never hides the Blood, yet holds it in: 

Like a delicious Stream it ever ran, 

As ſmooth as Woman, but as ſtrong as Man. 
Baton himſelf, whoſe Univerſal, Wit 

Does Admiration through the World beget, 

Not more his Age 5 Ornament i 18 thought, 

Nor has more Credit to his Country brought. 


cht 


While Fame is young, too weak to fly away, 
Envy purſues her, like ſome Bird of Prey; . 
But once on Wing, then all the Dangers ceaſe, 
Envy her ſelf is glad to be at Peace; 
ives over, weary'd with ſo high a F light, 

Above her Reach, and ſcarce within her Sight: 
He, to this happy Pitch arriv'd at laſt, 
Might have look'd down with Pride, on Dangers paſt. 
But ſuch the Frailty is of Human kind, 
Men toil for Fame, which no Man lives to find; |, 
Long rip'ning under ground this China lyes; 
Fame bears no Fruit, till the vain Planter dies. 
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Of Life, which put her to her utmoſt Strength, 


So vaſt a Soul unable to lupply, | 
To ſave her ſelf, was forc'd to let him die. 


Mr. JOHN SELDEN 
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No Oracles but Yth* Leaves ſhe left behind. 
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Al Nature, tird with his unuſual Length 
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CO fell the Sacred Sbill, when of old 

- Inſpir'd with more than mortal Breaſt cou d hole 
The gazing Multitude ſtood doubtful by, 
Whether to call it Death, or Extacy : 
She ſilent lyes, and now the N ations find 


Mc 
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New Worlds of Knowledge, undeſery d before, 
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Monarch of Times and Arts, who travell 'I'ft p'ce 


{Boon 
. un 


And haſt on Everlaſting Calumns writ \ 

The utmoſt Bounds of Learning and of Wit; J 
Hadſt thou been more like us, or we like they 
We might add ſomething, to thy Memory. 
Now thy own Tongues muſt ſpeak thee, and thy Praiſe 
Be from thoſe Monuments thy ſelf didſt raiſe, _ 
And all thoſe * Titles thou didſt once diſplay, 
Muſt yield thee Titles greater far than they. 

Time, which had Wings till now, and was not 
To have a Being but by being gone, (known 
You did arreſt his Motion, and hays lent 
A way to make him fix'd and permanent, 

Whilſt by your Labours Ages paſt appear, 

And all at once we view a Plato's Y car. 

Actions and Fables were retriey'd by you; 

All that was done, and what Was not done too; 
Which in your Breaſt did comprehended lye, 

As in the Boſom of Eternity: 

You purg d Records and + Authors from their Ruſt; 
And ſifted Pearls out of Rabbinick Duſt : | 
* Titles of mu-. + Eameu Pets, he. By 


N U 
l 
p 
g 
N 
{ 
] 
{ 


42 = THIRD PART „ 


— aA. 


By you the * Syrian Gods do live, and grow 
To be Immortal, ſince you made them ſo. 
Inſcriptions, Medals, + Statucs look freſh ſtill, 
Taking new Braſs and Marble from your Quilts 
Which ſo unravels Time, that now we do 


Live our own Age, and our Forefathers too, 


And, thus enlarg'd, by your Diſcoveries, can 

Make that an Ell, which Nature made a Span. 

If then we judge, that to preſerye the State 

Of Things, is ev ry Moment to create, | 

The World's thus half your Creature, whilſt it ſtands 

Reſcu'd to Memory by your-Learned Hands. 

And unto you, now fearleſs of Decay, 

Times paſt owe more, than Times to come can pay. 
How might you claim your Country's juſt Applauſe, 

When you ſtood ſquare and upright as your Cauſe 

In doubtful Times, nor ever would forego rhe 

Fair Truth and Right, whoſe Bounds you beſt did 

You in the Tow'r did ſtand another Tow'r, 

Firm to your ſelf and us, whilſt jealous Pow'r 

Your very Soul impriſon'd, that no Thought 

By Books might enter, nor by Pen get out; 
be diis Syris. + Marmor Arundeliana. e Ag, 
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did 
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And, firip'd of all beſides, left you confin'd 
Tothe one Volume of yaur own vaſt Mind; 

There Virtue and ſtout Honour paſs'd the Guard, 
(Your only Friends that could not be debarr'd) 
And dwelt in your Retirement; arm'd with theſe 
You ſtood forth more than Admiral of our Seas. 


Your Hand enclos'd the * Watry Plains, and thus 


Was no leſs Fence to them, than they to us; 
Teaching our Ships to Conquer, while each Fight 
Is but a Comment on thoſe Books you write. 
No foul Diſgraces, nor the worſt of Things, 
Made you, like him whoſe Anger Homer ſings, 


Slack in your Country's Quarrel, who adore 


Their Champion now, their Martyr heretofore: 
Still with your ſelf contending, whether you 
Could braycher Suffer, or could bravelier Do. 
We ask not now for Anceſtors, nor care 

Tho Selden do nor Kindred boaſt, nor Heir; 
Such Worth beſt ſtands alone, and j Joys to be 


To't ſelf both Founder and Poſterity. 


As when old Nilus, who with bountcous Flows 


Waters an Hundred Nations as he goes, 
a * Mare Clauſum. 
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| Amongſt the Clouds ſtill undiſcover d. 


 Thro'Eaft and Weſt, no Tongue nor Art unknown z 
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Scatt'ring rich Harveſts, keeps Ne Head 


Be't now thy Oxford's Pride, that Wis gone 


Laden with Spoils thou hang'ſt thy * Arms up here, 
But ſet ſt thy great Example ev'ry where. 
Thus, when thy Monument ſhall it ſelf lye dead, 
And thy F own Epitaph no more be read; 
When all thy Statues ſhall be worn out ſo, 
That eyen Helden would not Se/den know; 
Ages to come ſhall in thy Virtue ſhare: 
He that dies well makes all the World, his Heir. 


* His Library given 10 the Univerſity. 
t Hi Epitaph made by himſelf in the Temple Chappel. 
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| Young LA DY Weeping. 
AN 0 D E 
lo Imitation of CAI MIR E 


IKE . Fa — 1 


y ir. TALDEN. 
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O d mouf nful 7 or Floods of Tears pre- 
2 The Ills, unhappy Meh e: 1 


Could all the Anguiſh of my Mind 
Remove my Cares, or make but Fortune kind; 
Soon I'd the grateful Tribute Pay, 
And weep my troubPd Thoughts away : 
87 Te Wealth and Pleaſure ev ry Sigh prefer, 
And more than Gems eſteem each falling Tear. 
IT. But 


46% The THIRD PART of © 

But ſince inſulting Cares are moſt inclin'd 
_ To triumph 0˙ er th' afflicted Mind: 

Since Sighs can yield us no Relief, 

And Tears, like fruitful Showꝰrs, but bouriſtr Ctief, 
Then ceaſe, Fair Mourner, to complain, 
Nor laviſh ſuch bright Streams in vain: 

But ſtill with chearful Thoughts thy Cares beguile, 

1 And tempt thy better Fortunes with a Smile. 

1 e 

1 The gen'n rous Mind is by its Suff'rings knows, © _ | 
Which no Affliction tramples down: 
But when oppreſs'd will upward move, 

Spurnd own its Clog of Cares, and ſoar above. 

i Thus the young Royal Eaglet tries. 

* On the Sun- beams his tender Eyes: 

„And if he ſhrinks not at th' offenſive Light, 

We - He' s then for Empire fit, and takes his ſoaring F light 

IV. 
Tho Cares aſſault thy Breaſt on ev'ry ſide, 
Let bravely ſtem th impetuous Tide: 


 MISCELLANT* POEMS. a7 
No tributary Tears to Fortune Pays | 
Nor add to any Loſs a nobler Day. 

But with kind Hopes ſupport 1 n | 

And think thy better Lot behind: © | 
\ midſt Afflictions let thy Soul be great, 
And ſhow thou dar'ſt deſerve a better State. 

„ 
hen, lovely Mourner, wipe thoſe Tears away, 

And Cares that urge thee to Decay: 

Like ravenous Age thy Charms they waſte, 
Wrinkle thy youthful Brow, and blooming Beauties 
But keep thy Looks and Mind ſerene, (blatt 
All gay without, and calm within: 

For Fate is aw'd, and adverſe Fortunes fly, 
\ chearful Look, and an unconquer d Eye. 
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In dark unlovely Days, and in long Nights ſne mournd 
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— ma enemas 
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Elcome thou glorious Sprit 
Where haſt thou made thy long Retreat? 
What Lands thy warmer Beams poſſeſt, 


What happy Indian Worlds thy fruitful Preſence bleſt? 
Where deep in the dark Boſom of the Ground, 


| Thy wondrous Operation's found, 
Even there thy Beams the Earth refine, 
And mix, and ſtamp thy Luſtre thro the dazlingMine 


Since thy Retreat ſo far from our cold Iſle, 


She never wore a lovely Smile, 
No Joy her wither'd Brow adorn'd, 


h 


The poor dejected Beaſts hung down their Heads, n 
And tremblcd on their naked Beds; 
— 
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No Footſteps of green Life remain, ; 
But dying Ficlds,and Woods, and a bare, bleaky Plain. 
The drooping Birds were ſilent in the Groves, 
ae quite forgot their Songs and Loves, 
Their feeble Mates ſate ſullen by, [ſhould die- 
We thought the feather'd World reſolv d their Kind 
But ſee the Land revives at thy Approach, 
She blooms and quickens at thy touch, 
Her kindlec Atoms Life teccive, 
he Meadows, and the Groves, begin to ſtir and live. 
ixt withechy Beams the Southern Breezes blow, 
And help the ſprouting Births below; 
The Infant Flowers in haſte appear, 
ind gratefully return Perfumes to the kind Air. 
et; he Trees, and Fields again look freſh and gay, 
line The Birds begin their ſofter Play, | 


Thou haſt their Life, nay mores __ Love re- 
[ ſtor'd, | 4 
| heir late, and carly Hymns praiſe thee, their well y 
urn come Lord. 
Cad he ſpreading Fire glides through the Plains and 
It cyen pierces the cold Floods: L Woods, 


| E "0 The 
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The duller Brutes feel the ſoft Flame, 
The Fiſhes leap for Joya 4p wanton in their Streani, 
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A Againſt fg SEN. he 


FEAR of DEATH 


K* 


"hy 


By the Honourable 
Sir ROB: ER H 


— 


. 4 R D. 
IN CE al muſt ce to Dea , 
Why ſhould we make it dreadful, or repine ? 
How vain is Fear where nothing can prevent 
The Loſs, which he, that loſes, can't lament, 
The Fear of Death is by our Folly brought, 
We fly th Acquaintance of it, in a Thought; 
From Something into Nothing is a Change 
Grown terrible, by making it ſo ſtrange. 
We always ſhould remember, Death is ſure, 
What grows familiar moſt, we beſt endure; | 
For Life and Death ſucceed like Night and Day, 
And neither gives Encreaſe, nor brings Decay. 


be 
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No more or leſs by what rakes Birth or dies, | 
m And the ſame Maſs the teeming World fupplies. 
from Death ve roſe to Life; tis but the ſame, 
Through Life again to paſs, from whence we came. 
With Shame we ſee our Paſſions can prevail, 


Where Reaſon, Certainty, and Virtue fail. 
Honour, that empty Name, can Death deſpiſe, : 


corn'd Love to Death as to à Refuge flies, 
Ind Sorrow waits for Death with longing Eyes. 
ope triumphs o'er the thought of Death, and Fate | 
heats Fools, and flatters the Unfortunate. * 
Perhaps, deceiv'd by Luſt-ſupplying Wealth, = 
New enjoy'd Pleaſures, and a preſent Health, 
e fear to loſe, what'a ſmall Time muſt waſte, 
Till Life ir ſelf grows the Diſeaſe at laſt: 
Begging for Life, we beg for more Decay, 
und to be long à dying only pray. 
No juſt and temp rate Thought can tell us why 
We ſhould fear Death, or grieve for them that die ; 
he Time we leaye behind, is ours no more, 
or our Concern, than Time that was before. 
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" Twere's# fond Sight, if«thoſe that ſtay behind 
For the ſame Paſſage, waiting for a Wind 


To drive them to their Port, ſhould on the Shore 
Lamenting ſtand, for thoſe that went before. 
We all muſt paſs thro* Death's dead Sea of Night 
To 1 reach we Heaven 4 Eternal TN 
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Occaſion d by the Death of ths moſt mn 
and Vi irtuous LA D „ 


Elizabeth Sey Hur, 
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F fight; bus Souls in their bleſo d Manſions know, 

| Or what we Do, or Suffer here below, 
And any Leiſure from their Joys can find, 
To Viſit thoſe whom they have left behind, 
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To 
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To view our endleſs Griefs, our groundleſs Fears, 
Our hopcleſs Sorrows, and our fruitleſs Tears, 
With Pity, ſure, they ſee the kind Miſtake, F 
Which weeping Friends at their Departure make: 
it They wonder why at their, Releaſe we grieve, | 
| And mourn their Death, who then begin to Live. 
oy Tir'd with the Care and Sorrow of the Day, 
In filent Night the ſad Mecenas lay, We 
His Mind ſtill lab'ring with the deadly weight © © 
Of his dear Parent's much lamented Fate: 1 
Till weary Nature with its Load oppreſt, 4 


Wa. hh 


Compos d the Tempeſt of his troubled Breaſt, 
And borrow d from his Grief ſome Time for Reſt: 
When Sleep (Death's Image) to his Fancy brought 
f I The hourly Object of his waking Thought; | 
And 101 his Mother's awful Shade appears; 
Not pale and ghaſtly, as the ſullen Fears 
Of Brain-ſick Minds their diſmal Phantoms paint, 
But bright and joyful as a new-made Saint. 
A Crown of Glories ſhone around her Head; 
She ſmil'd, and thus the happy Spirit ſaid, 
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E 3 | ( Hail, | 
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To fill the Glories of thy mighty Line, 
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Hail, noble $4 whom powerful Fates deſign 


In whom the Good is mingled with the Great, 


As gen rous Light unites with active Heat: 


For thee I thought Life pleaſant, and for thee 
I after Death endur'd this World to ſee, 
And leaye a while the Dwellings of the Bleſt, 


Where Heay'sly Minds enjoy Eternal Reſt; 
Where having reach'd the Univerſal Shore, 


1 fear the Winds and Billows now no more; 
No more in Anguiſh draw a painful Breath, 


Nor Wreſtle with that mighty Tyrant, Death, 


Who cannot boaſt he gave the Fatal Blow, 


I conquer'd Sin, from whence his Pow'r did flow: 
Ws 


The proud Infulter threaten d me in vain, 
For Heav'n increas d my Patience with my Pain, 
Till my unfetter d Soul at laſt took Wing, 


The Grave its Conqueſt loſt, and Death its Sting. 


No longer then theſe Pious Sorrows ſhed, 
Nor vainly think thy happy Parent dead; 


W hoſe deathleſs Mind from its weak Priſon free, 
Enjoys in Heay'n its Native Liberty 
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I ſoon diſtinguiſh'd i in that bliſsful Place 


Thy God-like Anceſtors, a num'rous Race; 
There plac'd among the Stars, in them I ſee 
A Glorious Deſtiny reſerv d for thee. . 

Then weep no more; ev'n here I Rill 1 
In thee, and in thy Virtuous Fair I liye 
I faw her happy Mocher ſhine on bigh, W iro) 
A brighter Spirit ne er adorn'd the Sky. . 
With Joy ſhe met me at the Cryſtal Gate, 5 
And much enquir d her beauteou Daughter =; | 
She wiſh'd her there; but-Heay'n ordains it late 4 
And long defers her Joys, that ſhe' may be 
A mighty Bleſſing to this World, and Thee. 
Long ſhall ſhe live, and Ages yet to come 
Shall bleſs the happy Burden of her Womb: 
Still ſhall her Off. ſpring, with her Years, increaſe, 
With both, her Virtues, and thy Happineſs. 
In all thy Race the wond' ring World ſhall find 
The Noble Image of each Parent's Mind. 
Thus bleſs'd in her and hers, thou ſhalt receive 
The richeſt Bounties Heav'n and Earth can give. 


B 4 | - Nor 
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Nor ſhall my Ele be wanting to your Aid, 

My faithful Spirit ſhall hover oer thy Head, 

And round thy lovely Fair a large Protection if pread: 

Till crown d with Years and Honours here below, 

And ev'ry Gift kind Nature can beſtow, 

You both retire to Everlaſting Reſt, 

And late increaſe the Joys and Number of the Bleſ 
She ſpole; her Fellow-Angels all around 

W ith joyful Smiles the happy Omen own'd; 

All bleſs'd the Noble Pair, and took their F light 


To the bright Regions of un Light. * 
| | w OY 
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ee Arent of iy | whoſe beauteous Beams of Light 
Spring from the darkfom Womb of N ight: 


And midſt their Native Horrors ſhow, 
Like Gems adorning of the Negro's Brow. 
Not Heav'n's fair Bow can equal thee, 
In all its gaudy Drapery : a 
5 Thou 
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Thou firſt Eſſay of Light, and Pledge of Day ! 
That uſher'ſt in W N and ſtill N | his Way, 
% 5 . . 

Rival of Shade, W e of Ege 
Thou art the Genuine Source of it: 

From thy bright unexhaufted Womb, 
The beauteous Race of Days and Scaſons come. 

Thy Beauty Ages cannot wrong, 

But ſpight of Time thou'rt ever voung: 

Thou art alone Heay'n's modeſt Virgin Light, 


| Whoſe Face aVeil of-Bluſhes hides ow Human 
5 | G7 > tight, 
Like ſome fair Bride thou riſeſt from ed Bed, 
And doſt around thy Luſtre . ; 
Around the Univerſe diſpenſe . 
New Life to all, and quickning Influence. 
With gloomy Smiles thy Rival N ight ” g 
Beholds thy glorious Dawn of Light: 
Not all the Wealth ſhe vie ws in Mines below, 
Can match thy brighter Beams, or equal Luſtreſhoy: 
: | IV. & | ; | 1 i 
At thy Approach Nature erects her Head, 
The ſmiling Uniyerſe is glad: The 
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The drowſic Earth and Seas awake, 
nd, from thy Beams, new Life and Vigour take: 
When thy more chearful Rays appear, 
En ͤ Guilt and Women ceaſe to fear: 
orror, Deſpair, and all the Sons of Night, 
Retire before thy Beams, and take their haſty riet. 
V. 
o Thee, the 0 Eaſt their Altars ail, 
And fing with early Hymns thy Praiſe: 
Thou doſt their happy Soil beſtow, 
nrich the Heav'ns above, and Earth below. 
Thou riſeſt in the fragrant Eaſt, REI 
Like the Fair Phenix from her balmy Neſt: 
o Altar of the Gods can equal Thine, — 7 
he Air is richeſt Incenſe, the wholeLand cy —— 75 
N VI. + 
But yet thy fading Glories ſoon decay, 777 
Thine's but a momentary Stay- 
Too ſoon thou'rt raviſh'difrom our Sight, 
ore down the Stream of Day, and overwhelm'd 
yu Light. 


nan 


zht, 
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I hy Beams to their own Ruin haſte, 
They re fram d too exquiſite to laſt: , 
Thine is a glorious, but a ſhort-liy'd State, 
Pity fo fair a Birth ſhould yield ſo ſoon to Fate. 
4, vVIL 
Before the Almighty Artiſt fram'd the Sky, 
Or gave the Earth its Harmony : 
-His firſt Command was for thy Light, 
He view'd the lovely Birth, and bleſſed it. 
In Purple Swadling-bands i it Nruggling lay, 
Not yet maturely bright for Day: 
Old Chaos then a chearful Smile put on, Tow 
And from thy beautcous Form, did firſt oh 
VIII. 
Let there be Light, the Great Creator ſaid, 
His Word the active Child obey'd: 
N ight did her Teeming Womb diſcloſe, ; 


role 


And then the bluſhingMorn, its brighteſt Off-ſprin 


A while the Almighty wond'ring view d, 
And then himſelf pronounc'd it good: 
With Night, ſaid he, divide the Imperial Sway, 
Thou my firſt Labour art, and thou ſhalt bleſs the Da 
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* | 
Arkneſs, thou firſt kind Parent of us all, 
Thou art our great Original: | 

Since from thy Univerſal Womb, [come. 
Does all thou ſhad'ſt below, thy num'rous Off-ſpring 
| IL | | 
Thy von- Birth is ev'n to > Time unknown, 

Or like Eternity thou'dſt none: 

Whilſt Light did its firſt Being owe, 
nto that awful Shade, it dares to Rival now. 


O WI 
1 


$6 
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III. Say | 


62 The THI ” D PART of 
RE 4 
Say in what diſtant Region doſt thou dwell ! 
To Reaſon inacceſſible: * 


| From Form, and duller Matter, free, 
Thou ſoar'ſt aboye the reach of Man's Philoſophy 


IV. 
Involy'd i in thee, we firſt receive our Breath, 3 
Thou art our Refuge too in Death: 
Great Monarch of the Grave and Womb, 
Where-c'crourSouls ſhall go, to thee our Bodies come 


V. 
The ſilent Globe is ſtruck with awful Fear, 
_ thy Majeſtick Shades appear : 
- Thou doſt compoſe the Air and Sea; 
* Earth a Sabbath keeps, facred to R elt and Thee 


5 8 


* „ 
inchy ſerener Shades our Ghoſts delight, 
And Court the Umbrage of the Nighe: 
In Vaults, and gloomy Caves, they ſtray, 
But fly the Morning's Beams, and ficken at the Day 
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| VII. 

Tho' ſolid Bodies dare exclude the Light, 
Nor will the brighteſt Ray admit: F 
No Subſtance can thy Force repel, dwell. 
Thou e in Depths below, do | at the Center 


VIII. 

he ſparkling Gems, and Oar in Mines below, 

To thee their beauteous Luſtre owe: 4 
Tho form'd within. the Womb of Night, 3 


; right as their Sire they ſhine, wi Native Rays of 
IX I Light. 


hen thou doſt nit thy venerable Head, e 
And art in genuine Night n d: 


hy 


8 bright. | 
pcautics like polite Je, with their cy arknefs 
Thou doſt hy Smiles N W 
And know'ſt no Diff rente here below 
All things appear the ſame by thee, - 
ho' * Diſtinction makes, thou gi Equality. 


XI. Thou 
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Calm, as the bleſs'd above, the . dwell, 


Gave Terrors to the God, and Rev rence tothe Place 


When the Almighty did on Horeb ſtand, 


And yenerable Darkneſs his Pavillion made. 
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| XI. 
Thou Darkneſs art the Lover $ kind Retreat, 
And doſt the N uptial Joys compleat: 
Thou doſt inſpire them with thy Shade, 


Giv'ſt Vigour to the LINER, and warm'ſt the yield. 
| [ing Maid, 
XII. 


Within their peaceful, gloomy Cell: 
Their Minds with Heav'nly Joys are fill'd, 
The Pleaſures Light deny, thy Shades for ever yield 


XIII. 


In Caves of Night, the Oracles of old, 


Did all their Myſteries unfold: 
Darkneſs did firſt Religion grace, 


XIV. 


Thy Shades inclos'd the hallow'd Land: 
In Clouds of Night, he was array d, 


XV. When 
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. 
When he appear'd arm'd in his Pow'r and Might, 
He vail'd the Beatifick Light: 
When terrible with Majeſty, 
In Tempeſts he gave Laws, and clad himſelf in Thee. 


XVI. 
er the Foundation of the Earth was laid, 
Or brighter Firmament was made: 


E*cr Matter, Time, or Place were » known, 


Thou Monarch Darkneſs ſway'dſt theſe ſpacious 
[Realms alone. 
XVII. 


zut now the Moon, (tho gay with borrow'd Light) 


Invades thy ſcanty Lot of Night: 
By Rebel Subjects thou'rt betray'd, 


XVIII. 


et dan Light its Empire muſt reſign, 

And Nature's Power ſubmit to Thine: 
An uniyerſal Ruin ſhall ere& thy Throne, 
nd Fate confirm thy Kingdom, evermore thy own. 
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he Anarchy of Stars depoſe their Monarch Shade. 
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Vex'd with old Griefs, 250 pale with long Deſpairs, T! 
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Meeting with D 7 D 0 0 
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ELTZIAN FIELDS. 


Being a Tranſlation of Part of the Sixth Bool 


| of Virgil's Eneids, beginning at F 

| Hic quoque durus Amor, Sc. 
5 | ; ( 
By Mr. WOLSLEY. 1 
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ERE thoſe, who by Loye's Crutle have dy d, 
Thick Myrtle Groves, and k Retirements , 
hide; Y, 


Death cannot free them from their laſting Cares. 
Among the Trees Paſiphae does appear, 
Phedra, and Procris, and Evaane, here, 
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Sad Eriphyle makes unpity'd Moan, | 
Pointing to Wounds, that ſtill accuſe her Son. 
For her loſt Honour, Cæneus mourns in vain, 
By Death transform'd to her own Sex again. 
And Laodamia, with the numerous Throng 
Of hapleſs Lovers, weeping goes along. 
Among the reſt forſaken Dido, round 
The Deſart wanders, with a gaping Wound, 
0: B Whom ſoon as near the Troſan Hero drew, 
And that upbraiding injur d Ghoſt thro? * ring 

Shadows knew. 
(As he who ſees, by the n Lighe, 
A riſing Moon half hid in Clouds and Night) 
Straight into Tears his penitent Pity broke, ſpoke. 
And to her, in the kindeſt Terms of Love unfcig/d.hs 

The killing News that did my Flight purſue 
find, alas, (unhappy Queen) is true! | 
Your Mark till freſh upon your Breaſt I ſee, 
Irhat bleeding Wound you gave your ſelf for Me. 
Ah, *tis too true! I was th' unlucky Cauſe 
Of your hard Fate! curs'd wretched Man! I was. 
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68 The THIRD PART of 
By all the Gods, who rule above, I vow, 
And by that Faith (if any be) which Sacred is below, 
Compel ld, and threaten d, ſad, and diſcontent, 
From your lov'd Shore, and dear Embrace, I went: 
That awful Pow'r, whoſe high Will to obey, 
Ev'n now thro theſe Infernal Shades and Dilmg 
Paths [ ſtray; 1 | | 
Thro' endleſs N ight, and unknown Deſart Land 
Force me, delaying, by his dread Commands. 
Nor could I think the Loſs of me would touch 
Your Heart ſo deep! — You valu'd me too much 
Oh ſtay, and take not from my Eyes, unkind, 
A Face for ever preſent to my Mind! 
Whom do you fly? ſce him you held fo dear! 
His juſt Defence and laſt Farewel do not refuſe to hear 
With ſuch ſoft Words th afflicted Heroe ſtrove 
To ſooth her Anger, and revive her Love. a 
While riſing Sighs oft ſtopt him as he ſpoke, | 
And falling Tears the tender Accents broke. 
The Queen, pho ſtill reſented his laſt Flight, 
Now turns her Eyes from his — Sight, 
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And on the Ground, with ſad Remembrance ſtruck, , 
She fix'd a ſullen and dejected Look. 


Deaf to his Vows, regardleſs of his Tears, 
nt: Hard as a Rock her once kind Heart appears, 


And his yain Courtſhip unconcern'd ſhe hears. 
mal Frowning at length, averſe to all he ſaid, 
Into the thickeſt of the Wood ſhe fled; 
1c W here her firſt Love attracts her juſt Deſires, 
Shares all her Griefs, and burns in equal Fires. 
' Wounded afreſh with that reproachful Sight, 


Afar the Prince purſues her ſcornful Flight, 1 


ich! 
And long lamenting her unbappy Fate, 
With fruitleſs Sorrow pities her too late. 
ear 
Ve 
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Count: Montecuccols..: . 
Againſt Pride upon ſudden 4 f 


Ruſeellecto Orgoglioſo, &c. 


2 
ROUD and fooliſh noiſie Stream! 

Who to ſome muddy Plaſh thy Birth do ſt owe 1 
Which caſually a Brook became, 
Aſſiſted by the Rain, and melting Snow: | Y 

| _.. Tho! now thou boaſts thy ſwelling Tide, 
Auguſt will ſoon be bers and * thy fhort-liv'd 
[ Pride, 


II. The 
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MISCELLANT POEMS. 71 
The Thames, great King of Floods! the Thames 
With peaceful Courſe haſtes gently to the Mainz 
Vet He upon his ſilent Streams «© «4% 
The talleſt Veſſels does with eaſe ſuſtain; 
7 And while one Summer Thee devours, 
His Flood (hall neer, decreaſe, not Time contract his 
III. [Shores. 
Thou foam ſt, and boil'ft along the Plain, 
The Flocks and Shepherds threat ning by the way; 
Through borrow'd Waters baſely rain, 
. I Lift up thy Head, and do'ſt regardleſs ſtray, 
Troubled, Oblique, and this alone, 43 
Thy noiſe Prideis l which thou canſt eat ot 
5 3 
I know, Sir, you may well admire, 
we, To hear me Reaſon with a deaf ning Stream, 
But thus che Muſe off ſtrikes the Lyre, 
When ſhe'd moſt Lofty, and Majeſtick ſeem, 
And i in Myſterious Numbers ſhrowd 
” Deep Qragles, ü. too deep, for the unthinking Croudi 
ide 


Theſl F 4 


V. While 


722 The THIRD PART ef 
While thus I ſpake, there did appear, 
Phebus the God of every tuncful Lay, 
A Lavrelcrown'd his beamy Hair, 
Which with a brighter Light improv'd the Day; 
And thus he, what 1 ſaw, apply'd, [Pri 4 
Short is th' uneertain Reign, and Pomp of Mortal 
VI. 
New Turns, and Changes ev'ry Day 
Are of inconſtant Chance the conſtant Arts, 
Soon ſhe gives, ſoon takes away, 
She comes, embraces, nauſeates you, and parts; I 
But if ſhe ſtays, or if ſhe goes, : ; 3 
"The wiſe Man little Joy, or little Sorrow ſhows. 1 
sf VII. * "YE, 
Good is the Pilot, who preſerves 
His ſhatter d Veſt on the Stormy Main; 
But he yg leſs Applauſe deſerves, 
Who fears the Flatt ry of the wat'ry Plaz 
Who never truſts the faireſt Gale, 


Bir dreads to be Eerlet, and ſpreads but little Sall 
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VIII. 83 
Of all the Heroes uten. "y : 
les's Name; 
| — pt, a the ſparkling Gold % 
In — Goblets on his Tone flame: 
To temper, and rebate its Ray, 4 T 2 . 
He mixt his Father's Tann the wo 
IX. 
While thus the charming God vent gl q 
And fix'd in Wonder, and Delight I ſt , 
Behold! the Unten Scam was 59a , 
No Drop remain'd of its inſulting * i | 
But the worſt Cattle of the Plain, 5 
Trod o'er the thirſty Sand, and ſpurn'd i with Diſ⸗ 
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EP I G. XIX. 
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Upenus ** you ""_ the Watty, 
The Gay, the Talkative, and Pretty; 
And, all his Wonders to rehearſe, 
The THING which makes a World of Verſe, 
I'm certain I ſhould not belie him, 
To ſay he has ſeveral Thouſands by him, 
Let none deform'd with Critick Blot, 
Or wrote on Vellom to rub out. 
Royal Paper! Scarlet Strings! 
| _ Backs! and ſuch fine Things ! 
| But When you read 'em, then the . 
The Gay Suffenus, and the Pretty: 
Is the dulleſt, heavieſt Clown, 
So alter'd, be can ſcarce be known, 
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2, MISCELLANT' POEMS. 55 
This is ſtrange! that he who fow = 
Could ſo Flatter, Laugh, and Bow, 


So much Wit, ſuch Breeding ſhow, 205M 
Should be ſo ungenteel a Wight, 38 
Whenever he attempts to Write, 8 a 1 


And yet the Wretch is neꝰer ſo pleas d, 

As when he's with this Madneſs ſeiz d. 
Faith, Sir, we're all deceiv'd alike, 

All Labour in the ſame Miſtake, 

Nor is the beſt of Men ſo clear 

From ev'ry Folly, but ſomewhere. | 

Still the Suenus will appear. 

Quickly we other's Errors find, ; 

But ſee not our own Load behind. Wn: 
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By the Jon Hand as the finer: 


<7 

Hile here for * Fair Amarillis I die, 
She oer Rocks; and g'er Streams from my 

Paſſion does fly Z O 
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76 ſ The TH FR 5 : 

O bring her, kind Venus! bring her here back again 
And the beſt of my Heifars on thy Altar lyes lain: 

But if ſhe's appeag'd, if to Love ſhe incline, 

= Take all my whole tek, my little Herd is all thine. 

© | Invitation into the 
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In Imitation of the 34th EP TC. of ! 
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By the ſame Hand as the "RY S, 


& os — — 
: 3 for I'm impatient grown, a 
| AJ Bid him leave the noifie Town. *, 
Charge him he no longer ſtay, * - 


But with haſte deyour the way. 2 
Tho a Thouſand times he's ſtaid 

By that fond, bewitching Maid: 

Tho ſhe Summon all her Charms, 1 
Kiſs him, preſs him in het Arm. 


MISCEL INT POEMS. "i J 
nf Let him not the Syren mind, : | 
n. Tears are Water, Sighs are Wind. 

Tell himhow kind Nature here, ? 
c. Dreſſes up the youthful Year, Ent 
— | Strowing on the thoughtleſs Hours, . | 
Opening Buds, and new-born Flow'rs; | = 
4 Tell him underneath this Shade, e * | 
Innocence and Mirth are laid; '+ 
Not without forbidden Claret, +» i 
Books or Muſick, if hell hear it. 


» WM <cc the Laurel, and the Vine, 
Round about that Arbour twine, 

So we Wit, and Pleaſure join; - 
— So Horace, and Anacreon meet uk | 
The Jolly God, within that Seat. 


” 
A Thus from Noiſe and Care ſer fre, J 
The Snares of Beauty we defie. 3 1 
Let him them no longer ſtay, J 
But with haſte deyour the Way. 4 
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E PINDARIC ODE. F 
; By Mr. CO NR EVE I} 


I. 


4 


WE 
E T all be huſht, each ſofter Motion _ 


Be ey/ry loud tumultuous Thought at Peace, ( 
And ev'ry ruder Gaſp of Breath 5 g 
Be calm, as in the Arms of Death. 
And thou moſt fickle, moſt uneaſie Part, 
Tiſdu reſtleſs Wanderer, my Heart, 
Be ſtill; gently, ah gently, leave, 
Thou buſie, idle thing, to heave. 
Stir not a Pulſe; and let my Blood, 
That turbulent, unruly Flood, i 
| Be ſoftly ſtaid: | | a 
Let me be all, but my Attention, dead. * 
Go, reſt, y' unneceſſary Springs of Life, 
Leave your officious Teil and Strife; 
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For I would hear her Voice, * bY | 


If it be poſlible to die. gg 5 e 
4 I I. „ 
ome 415 ye Lord. f ck Maids and woundedS W * 
And liſten to her Hcaling Strains. 7 A 


» 
" _ 
- 


\ wond'rous Balm, between her Lips ſhe wears, 

Of Sov'reign, Force to ſoften Cares, Tears: Wo 
Tis piercing as your Thoughts, and melting as your © ⁶ĩ 
And this, through ev'ry Ear ſhe does impart, | | 
(By tuneful Breath diffus d) to ev'ry Heart. 


4 * 
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I Swiftly the gentle Charmer Wige 
\nd to the tender Grief ſoft Air applies, | 
Which, warbling Myſtick Sound, 
Cements the bleeding Panter's Wounds. a" , -M 


But ah! beware of clam'rous Moan: - 
et no unpleaſing Murmur or harſh Groan, 4 
Your ſlighted Loves declare: 
our very tend reſt moving Sighs forbear, 
or even they will be too boiſt'rous here. 
Jither let nought but Sacred Silence come, 
And let all ſawcy Praiſe be dumb. 
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III. And 
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And lo! Skanes Bama i is Fu ; 
© Mcthinks [ ſeTthe Midnight God d aPPear, 
In all ics downy-Pomp array d, 
| Behold the rey'rend _— 
An ancient Sigh he fits upon, 
- Whoſe Memory of Sound is long ſince gone, 
And purpolely annihilated for his Throne: 
Beneath two ſoft tranſparent Clouds do meet, 
In which he ſcems to {ink his ſofcer Feet. 
A mclancholy Thought, condens'd to Air, 
Stol n from à Lover in Deſpair, 
Like a thin Mantle, ſerves to wrap  » 7 
In Fluid Folds, his viſionary Shape. 
A Wreath of Darkneſs round his Head he wears, 
| Where curling Miſts ſupply the want of Hairs: ee 
While the till Vapors, which from Poppics riſe, Nun 
Bedew his hoary Face, and lull his Eyes. 8 
IV. | The 
But hark! the heav'nly Sphere turns round, F 
And Silence now is drown'd. 
In Extaſie of Sound. 


4 * 


1 MISCELLAND: FOB 05.9 * 
L How on a ſudden th fill Air is 3 A 
As if all Harmony were juſt alarmd! $a 
And ev'ry Soul with"Tranfport md, 1 
Alternately is thaw'd and child. 1 
See how the Heay'nly Choir ? 
Come flocking, to admire, Dy . 
And with what Speed and Care, wr 
Deſcending Angels cull the thinggit Air. ® 
Haſte then, come allth' Im real — | 
And liſten to her 8 
Leave your loy'd Manſi ns in the Sky, 
And hither, quickly hither yg 2:1 
Your Loſs of Heav'n, nor ſhall you need to fear 
While he Sings, tis Heay'n have, wy 
V. Mos 
dee how they crowd, ſee how the little 0 herubs skip! 
Vhile others ſit around her Mouth, and lip 
Sweet Hallelujahs from her Lip. 
Thoſe Lips, where in Surpriſe of Bliſ they rove; 


[Sy 


e, 


For ner before were Angels bleſt 
Wich ſuch a luſcious Feaſt 
Of Muſick and of Love: 
Ho | P 
if » OR 
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Prepare then; ye Immortal Choir, 
Each facred Minſtrel tuns his Lyre, 

And with ſer Voice in Chorus join, 
Her Voice, which next to yours is moſt Divine. 
Bleſs the glad Earth with Heav 'nly Lays, 
And to that Pitch th' eternal Accents raiſc, , 
= — Whichonly Breath inſpir'd can reach, teach: II 
; To Notes, which only the can learn, and you can iſ 
EF 
ly 


While we, charm'd with the loy'd Exceſs, 
Are wrapt in ſweet Forgetfulnels » 
Of all, of all, but of che preſcnt Happineſs: E 


Wiſhing for ever in that State to lye, | B, 
For ever to be dying ſo, yet never die. U 

| As 
To a Perſon of HONOUR » 
* UPON HIS _ ; 


Incomparable, Incomprehenſible PO E M. 


* By Mr. W 4 N E E R. 7 
$12, | | 
O U have oblig'd the Britiſb Nation more 


Than all their Bards could ever do before: 
| And 
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And (at your own Charge) Monuments as hard 

4s Braſs, or Marble, to your Fame; Mäve rear d. 

For as all Warlike Nations take Delight a 9 

To hear how their brave Anceſtors could fight, 

You have adyanc'd to Wonder their Renown, 

And no leſs virtuouſly improv d your own; 

h: That 'twill be doubtful, whether you do write, 43 

an Or they have acted, at a Nobler height. = 
You (of your ancient Princes) have retriey'd 1 
More than the Ages knew in which they liy'd; 
Explain'd their Cuſtoms, and their Rights a-new, 
Better than all their Dru#s ever knew: 
Unriddled thoſe dark Oracles as wel! 

Ils thoſe that made em, could themſeives foretel. 

For as the Britains long have hop'd in vain, 


tbur would come to Govern them again: | 

ou have fulfilld that Propheſie alone, 

ind in your Poem plac'd him on his Throne. 
ach Magick Power has your prodigious Pen, 

lo raiſe the Dead, and give new Life to Men 
Ire ake Rival Princes meet in Arms, and Lover, 4 
hom diſtant Ages did ſo far remove. 9 
G 2 For f 
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3 For as Eterni Ky * neither paſt, | 

Nor future, (Authors ſay) nor firſt, 1 nor laſt; 
But is all Inſtant: Vour Eternal Muſe 

All Ages can to any one reduce. 
Then why ſhould You (whoſe Miracles of Art 
Can Life at Pleaſure to the Dead impart) 

| 3 Trouble in vain our bettet buſied Head, 
Tee obſerve what Times they liv'd in, or were dead. 
For, ſince you Wen e abt Power, 


” 


For no Man- s fit to read 5 you wi writ, 
That holds not t ſome Proportion ith your Wit. 


He muſt bring Senſe, that underſtands it here 
e 1 . e 
On the Same. 


By Dr. . 
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J 4 Our Book our old Knight Errants Fame revive 
; Writ in a Stile agreeing with their Lives. 
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All Rumours Strength their Proweſs did out- go, 
All Rumours Skill your Verſes far out- do: | | 
To praiſe the Welſh the World muſt now combine, 
Since to their Lecks you do your Laurel join: 
Such lofty Strains your Country's Story fit, 
Whoſe Mountain nothing equals, but your Wit. 
Bonduca, were ſhe ſuch, as here we ſee © 
I. (In Britiſb Paint) none could more dreadful be: 
With naked Armics 4 encounter d Rome, 
Whoſe Strength with naked Nature you o *crcome. . 
Nor let ſmall Criticks blame this mighty Queen, 
T hat 1n King Arthur's Time ſhe here is ſcen: 
You a, can make Immortal by your Song, | 
May Vell one Life Four Hundred Years prolong. 
Thus Virgil þravcly dar'd for Didos Love, 
The ſettle Courſe of Time and Years to moye. 
Though him you imitare in this alone, 


[a all things elſe you borrow Help from none: 
No Antick Tale of Greece or Rome you take, 
Their Fables and Examples you forſake. 
eVIVOYWich true Hcroick Glory you diſplay 


es. , A Subje& new, writ in the neweſt way. 
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Go forth, great Author, for the World's Delight; 
Teach it, what none cer taught you, how to write: 


| They talk ſtrange things that ancient Poets did; 
How Trees, and Stones they into Buildings lead: 
For Poems to raiſe Cities, now, 'tis hard, 
88 at leaſt, will build N Church- yard. 


5 5 


| Amther on the . 


By Mr. MAT. CL IF FORD. 


Whoſe Author's Wit does more thay Mar 
exceed, 

Where all's ſo good alike, no Man can ſay 

This may be added, or that par'd away: 
Where all's fo new, no Search can ever trace 
The Perſons mention'd, in their Time, or Place, 
Great Soul of Nature, which doſt Books defic, 
And their weak Aid in this thy Hiſtory : 

Thou art no Slave to Rule, or Preſident ; 

W here others imitate, thou doſt inyent. | 


I'TH Envy, Criticks, you'll this Poem read, 


acc; 
Cz 


a * 
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MISCELLANY POEMS. 
It is, we grant, all thy Invention | 
The Language too, intirely is thy own: A: 
Thou leav'ſt as Traſh, below thy great Pretence, 
Grammar to Pedants; and to plain Men, Senſe: 


But as, in this thy matchleſs Poetry, 
Thou follow'ſt none, ſo none can follow Thee. 


3; 


— 


On ve wa 


By the Lord 8 


— — 4 


Onder not, Sir, that Praiſes yet n&er due 


Io any other, are yet heap'd on You: 
'Twas Envy robb'd you of your Praiſe before; 
Men ſce their Faults, and Envy now no more. 5 
'Tis but your Merit, nor can juſtly ſuch, 

Which gave too little once, now give too much. 
Your Prinees do all Poetry ſurpaſs 
As much as Pen-main-manr exceeds Parnaſs, 
It is ſo great a Prodigy of Wit, 


That Art and. Nature both fall ſhort of it: 
9 G 4 For 


8% *' The THIRD PART of © 

4 8 ; 1 
For leaving Art, and left of Nature too, 
Your Poem has no other Muſe than Yeu. 
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Out of the ſame. 


But Fame had ſent forth all her nimble Spies 
To blaze this March, and lend to Fate ſome Eyes. 


By the Duke of BUCKING HAM. 


5 
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UT wherefore all this Pather about Fame? 
A Man might ſay, ſays one; the very ſame 


Demand might well be made, another cries, 

Of Fate; and how it got, from Fame, ſuch Eyes? 
*Tis well; you're witty Perſons bath, ſay I; 
Yet to your Wit this boldly 14] reply: | 

Fate is the Twin of Chance, by which you find 
Fate muſt needs ſee, except that Chance were blind 
wa ® | | 1 * - For 


* 
= 


Yes. 


 MISCELLANT\POEMS. 8s 7 
For, among Friends, twere Inequality 
o think one ſhould be blind, and t' other ſee, 
Now tell me, Ctiticks, do not all che Wiſe 
Profeſs that which they ſee, they ſee with $4, ? 
And the ſame Figure do not I advance 
When I proteſt I ſaw a thing by Chance? 
Since then ſo various things by Chance we ſee, 
Fate might have Eyes to Multiplicity; 
But our mild Aathor ſays, it has but ſome; 
Thus, Critick vile, thus I have ſtruck thee dumb: 
And thus ſubſcribe my (elf, with Heart, and Hand, 
The Author” Friend, meſt Humble Servant, and 
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SIDE and PrNoes: 


9 4 N G E. 


UPON THEIR 
MARRIAGE 


Written by Mr. N AT. LEE. 
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PA 8 


{have won 
AIL, happy Warrior! hail! whoſe Arms 


l 
The faireſt Jewel in the Egli ih Crown. |} 
Happy i in famous Dangers in the Field, 
Happy in Courts which brighteſt Beauties yield. 
Oh Prince! whoſe Soul is known ſo juſtly great, 
As if that Heay'n took Leiſure to create; 
Firſt, the rich Oar refin'd, then did allay, 
1 | bs Stampt thec his own, not ſhufff d thee W. 


8 


With 


F 


Wich 


MISCBLLANT: POEMS. 


With Wonder thus we all thy Temper prize, 

Not but th art bold and brave, as thou art wiſe. 

Like the cool Eng/i/ſp, who approach their Fate 

With Awe, and gravely firſt with Death Debate. 

They kindle lowly, but when once on Fire, 

Burn on, and in the Blaze of Fame expire. [. 
Hail Princeſs! hail! thou faireſt of thy Kind! 

Thou Shape of Anyels, with an Angel's Mind! 

Whoſe Virtues ſhine, but ſo as to be born, 

Clear as the Sun, and gentle as the Morn. 

Whoſe brighter Eyes like lambent Glories move, 
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And cv'ry glance wounds like a Dart of Love. 


How well, oh Prince, how nobly haſt thou fought, 
Since to thy Arms the Fates ſuch Beauty brought! 
Methinks I hear thee in thy Nuptial Bed, 
When o'er the Royal Maid thy Arms were ſpread. 
Enough, kind Heav n, well was my Sword employ d. 
Since all the Blifs Earth holds ſhall be enjoy d 
Pains I remember now with vaſt Delight, | 
Well have I brav d the thund ring French in fight, | 
My Hazards now are Gains, and if my Blood 
In Battel mix and raiſe the vulgar Flood, 
8 _—_ _ 
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Her Tears (for ſure ſhe'll be fo good to mourn) 
Like Balm ſhall heal the Wounds when I return, 
But heark, tis rumour d that this happy Pair 
1 M uſt go, the Prince for Holland does declare, 
Call'd to the Buſineſs of Important War. 

. Go then, if thy Departure be agreed, 

Your Friends muſt weep, your Enemies ſhall bleed. 
And if i in Poet's Minds, thoſe yaſter Souls, 
Where all at once the vaſt Creation rolls, 

To whom the Warrior is as . oblig d, 

As to Relievers Towns that are beſſeg d. 

(For Death would to their Acts an End ord; 
1 Did not Immortal Verſe out-do the Sword ) 

Wo If ought of Propheſie their Souls inſpire, 
And if their Fury gives a ſolid Fire, =) 
Soft ſhall the Waftage be, the Seas and Wind, 

= Calm as the Prince, and as the Princeſs kind. 
The World, why ſhould not Dreams of Poets take, 
As well as Prophets who but dream awake? 
= 1 faw them launch, the Prince the Princeſs bore, 
Wo While the fad Court ſtood crowding on the Shore. i I 


4g 


And held his weeping Princeſs by the Hand. 
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The Prince ſtill bowing; on the Deck did ſtand, - . 6 


Which waving oft, ſhe bid them all farewel, 
And wept as if ſhe would the Ocean ſwell. is 


Farewel! thou beſt of Fathers, beſt of Friends, 


While the mov'd Duke, with a heav d Sigh,commends 


To Heav'n the Care; in Tears his Eyes would ſwim, 3 


But Manly Virtue binds them to the Brim. 
Farewel (ſhe cry'd) my Siſter, thou dear Part, # 
Thou ſweeteſt Part of my divided Heart. 
To whom I all my Secrets did unfold, - 
Dear Casket f who did all my Treaſures hold. 
My little Love! her Sighs ſhe did renew, 
Once more (oh Heay'ns) a long and laſt Adieu! 
Part! muſt I ever loſe thoſe pretty Charms? | 
That ſwoons, and ſinks into the Prince's Arms. 
The Court beheld, and wept. 4 
Streight from their Griefs the pompous Nev. fled 4 
So faſt, as if our Sighs increas'd their Speed. | 
When of a ſudden, from the Reedy Court,. 
The Trytons all with their gricy'd. God reſort; 


1 


L 4 4 ws + - Wy 
ö * „ 


1 4 N 9 2 2 * 
n N 1 PO * y 
b „ W _ 9 f 4s * STI" 5 a 
* K ** 3 PO N 77 * W 4 "7. 0 FOE Or me. 4 had 9 
: ; : * a 1 5 A * 2 
* ' 
. 
. * 
, Pg e » 
' q ., 
x 0 7 1 : . + 


In Troops upon the wand ring Waves they glide, 
And round their lifted Lord in Triumph ride. 
At their firſt Call the ſinging Mermaids come, 
= While the crown'd Dolphins laſh the Silver Foam. 

© Thus waited, the glad Prince beheld from far 
| The Belgick Shore, and heard the Sound of War. 
Some Hand unſeen Heaven's Azure Curtains drew 
To make this Mighty Triumph Great and New, G 
A Thouſand Golden Heads peep d forth to view. 
. Cries, Shouts, and clapping Hands, all Extaſie, 
A Hundred Cannons thundred to the Sky. 
The Thunder anſwering did my Dream deſtroy, 
And wak'd me from the Viſionary Joy. 


AGAINST ff, 
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s AGAINST, I 
S L O H: 
When the King was at OE 


Hoc PHE 0 Irvines, circumſpicit, c ſtimulat vos, 
Materiamq; ſibi Ducis indulgentia quærit. 


Ence, vain Attempter of the Good and Great; = 
Be goye from our ſecure Retreat, 
With all thy dull unweildy Train 
That clog and curb the active Brain, 
Which elſe would, like a metalbd Steed, run oer 
Vaſt Nature's yet unnumber d Store; 
O'er flow ry Meads, and painted Fields, 
Nand all the pleaſant Sonnes that beauteous L 
1 [ yields. 
Weer "doubly arm'd againſt thy Cheats, and Thee, 
(Thy Cheats which only find a place 
Among the Ignorant and Baſe,) | 
By Knowledge, and by Majeſty. 


ST 


Thou 
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1 Thou, conſtant Gueſt of cy'ry Popith Cell, 
Whi ſt with Monks and Hermits dwell, 


Muſt leave, ith them, this Sacred Ground; 


Baniſh'd from King and Court, at leaſt, for Ten I 
| nn [Miles round, 


She's gone; and now, methinks, an active Fire 


Does all my willing Veins inſpire: 
My drowſie Senſes all anew 
Are waken'd by his pow'rful View. 

The Glorious Ruler of the Morning, ſo, 
But looks on Flow'rs, and ſtreight they grow | 
And when his Beams their Light unfold, 


* nk dulleſt Earth, and warms it into Gold. 
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Written by Mr. J. ALLE STR 4 
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[5 vu [Charms 
W AT art thou, Love! whence are tho! 

That thus thou bear'ſt an Univerſal Rulc 
Fe 


"x 
Y | Fug — * * 
5 * 9 
* = — 7 Cul 
* al 


 MISCELLANT POEMS. 97 A 
For thee the Soldier quits his Arms, 4 
, The wy turns Slaye,-the wiſe Man Fool. 
d; A 2 | 
en Iln vain we chaſe thee from the F ich, 
d. And with cool Thoughts teſiſt thy Yoke; 
ent Tide of Blood, alas! we yield, I 
And all thoſe me Reſolves are broke, 
3 -HIE4; 4 * 
Can we Cer hope thou ſhou'dft be true, 
Whom we have found ſo often bale? 


Coen id, and cheated, ſtill we view, 

, fr fawn upon the treacherous F ace. 

1d. 2 * 

i vain our Nature we accuſe; _ . ? | » 
And doat, becauſe ſhe ſays we mutt: 2 " 

{ [his for a Brute were an Excuſe, \ 9 | 

AWboſe very Soul and Life is Luft. 2 Y 

V. 


0 get dur Likeneſs! what is that! x 
Our Likeneſs is but Miſery j 


Io 
pe N hy ſhould I toil Propagate . 
Rulc Another Thing as vile as I? ; 
Fe H 
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From mm came: 
And Gods, that made us, did _— 

Something more Noble in our Frame; 
Aboyethe Dregs of Earthly Fire N 
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Dokx and DvTcurss of 70 RE 
and LADY ANN © : 


In Oxford Theatres May the 2 1, 1683. 
By the Tord SEFRE and Ms Chol mon dit: | 
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W HEN laſt your Royal Brother feſs 

And all about did his kind Beams dif pen 
A Joy Divine was ſcen in cv'ry Face, n ae. 
Till F action drove our Tutelar Angel bende. 
II. He. 
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Heav'n knew how far our Mortal Frame could bear ; 
Mingling our Rapture with ſome fit Allay, - 
And that, for future Bliſs, we might repair: 
men PR the AY of this Day. 4 
ang "0b 3 
. Cir beds oi at oi 
We miſs'd a Royal Brother by his Side; ; 
Lord S o the Dutcheſs. calf 
We long'd to ſee thoſe Charms which him Gel- 
A ,.. to tb Lady Ann. 
\ You, Madam, was our 15 Joy and Pride, 
WhO repreſenced half the Stuarts Name. 
3 IV. 
y- J R Lord S fo the Duke. *© 7 2 
would you en know how much fort d welcome 
I Think what a Joy 1 in Royal Breaſts did flow, 
lf] Fen fatal Gloſter all our Hopes did bear. 
Fat Which the Gods llt ee their Care of Von. lj 
ſpen VA. came 9 yes þ 
© When Fears and Jealouſies ran high, and loud, 
And Zeal miſtaken, blinded We * * 
n, v1 1 3 if * Heaven 
A 4 
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Heav'n ſhook the Rod to the Rebellious Crowd, 
Threat' ning to ſnatch the Gem, they could not prize 
e ge Walks: 
Mr..C—— to the Dutcheſs. 
Oxford (we hope) will not diſpleaſe your View, 
Where Tork firſt learn d the Rudiments of War; 
Thoſe early Virtues here in Bloſſom grew, 
Which now in Growth, and full Perfection are. 
ei VII 
Tho" here new Towers and Buildings daily riſe, 
And, Arms thrown off, we wear the peaceful Gon \ 
Ui Our Breaſts admit no Change, know no Diſguiſe; 
| y ſ Prepar'd with Pens and Swords t aſſert the Crown, 
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5 This! is the Place, in which the Sacred Names 
f Of Kings and Heroes annually reſound; 
The Triumphs, Wars, and Peace of Charles and Fame: 
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MISCELLANY POBMS. wor I 
To the Lady Ann. | 
Or when the Captive Monarchs of the Earth, 
Beg to be Slaves, and in your Chains rejoice.” 
X. 
r; But why, in lazy Numbers, do we bind Cay; 
Our Thoughts? which ſhould in active Raptures 
c. As the Ceeleſhial Circles unconſin'd, , 
And tune to their Eternal Harmony. 
1 110 
vn Muſick's the Dialect of happy Souls, 
©; i When ſever'd from the Earth's unwieldy Load, 
n. The univerſal Language, by both Poles, + 
Of the vaſt diſtant Nations underſtood. 
„ * | * | 
Let Inſtruments and Voices both combine, 
To celebrate the Glories of this Day:; 
ame Let Art and Extaſie their Forces join, 
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n And in mclodious Paths of Error ſtray. 
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Here t PS ate down, 2 yr. ck play d, which 


1 being ended, they flood” »1 an * Joh by 
1 way.of Paſtoral. 


He, Fs, a the Gods W 
Glory of our tuneful Quire, * 
What auſpicious Powers diſperice, 
This Day's happy Influence? 
Seeſt than how the Nymphs and Swains, 
Trip it o'er the flowry Plains, | 
Deck d in Liveries far more gay, 
Than could e er be given by May? 
Craggy Hills their Tops advance, 
Faunes and Satyrs on them dance; 
To the whiſtling of the Wind, 
With the Birds ſweet Muſick join'd$#- 
Trees, with their unwonted Pleaſure, 
Wave their ſhady Tops in meaſure. 
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hr. Damon, think it nothing ſtrange 
You diſcern ſo great a Change 
Since our humble Dwellings bleſt. 
With ſo ſtrange, ſo great a Gueſt. 
Life and Mirth the Gods beſtow; _- - 
And Beauty whereſocer they gj 1 
And if Fove vouchſafe to come ie e tf 
To Philemon's Country home, an 
His Preſenee gives it Grace Divine, 
And turns the Cottage to a Shrine. 


Da. Such fine Stories Poets ſinn ' MY 
Haw their Gods, and Jobe their King, N. 
Envying Shepherd's happy Days . 4 - 
Pleas'd to hear their well. tun d Laysz” 1 
Quit the b iſsful Seats above, IA 
Chuſing Here on Earth to love. * 

Pretty Fables, proper Themes, * 
For Poetick airy Dreams. ” 7. 
ut theſe Joys which Men awakc, | FA 

(cyer muſt expect to take. 


Thyr, Ceaſe thy Doubts, thou faithleſs n 
ie but yonder r glorious Train. , 
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All his Pleaſures, all his Cares. 


Tell me if the Skies can ſhow 
Such a Conſtellation? - Da. No. 
Thyr. Should the Deities combine, 
And in one their Glories join. 


To compare with what we ſee; 

But prithee, Shepherd, can ſt declare 
What theſe glorious Strangers are? | 
Tyr. Damon, that's a Work too high 
For ſuch Swains as you and I. 

Tis enough our ſofter Lays 

Alcon or Lyroris praiſe:  ® 
But che Princely Daimis Name 
Fills the loudeſt Lrump of Fame. 

Da. Oft was Daybnis the ſublime 
Argument of Agens R hime. 
. Thyr. Daphnis, and the Nymph that 1 
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Da. While he ſung his Victories, 
Toyr. And her no leſs conq' ring Eyes. 
Da. Glad Rocks eccho'd to his Voice. 
Thyr. Vales return'd the tuneful Noiſe. 
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Da. Hcav'n's ence ect be 
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MIgCELLANT POEMS. 

Da. Savage Inmates of the Wood 
All compog'd, and liſt' ning ſtood: © 

Thyr. Diſtant Hills their Tops did bend, 

Leaning as they did attend, 
But ſince Agen leſt the Plain, e | 
All the under Crew in yain - ep” 
Strive to ſing what may appear, 
Worthy Princely Dephnis Ear. 

Da. Fear not, Thyr/is, there does reſt, | 
i gue end Ar coi £4 
Too much Goodneſs to refuſe 
Tribute from an humble Muſe: 

Dit the. Gids antmaadaiine «x 
Worthy Victims, they'd have * 

Thyr. Then, tho we cannot entertain 
Daphnis in a lofty Strain, 

Nor his great Exploits ſet forth, 5g Is 
Or his Peerleſs Lady's Worth row 
Such a homely Malſc as ours, ; 

Can bid them welcome to theſe Bow'rs ; 

Damon begin; to Phillis I, | 

Thou to Daphnis (halt apply. 
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Da. Content: Zur. But ſtay: ge be 
Heav nly Muſick ſeems to hear; I . Mine Eat 
© Phebus will his Quire prevent 
| 3 And Pay the Duty which we meant. 26 Piers. 6 
Da. Lets attend Wilſt Tb HR 
And tune our Oat. pipes to His Strings 50 1 ö 
5 Muſick gui, uhiceh bm „lili! 
Ah Thyrfis ! how NF RA Gray" .* nο B WY 
As thou and I. perform ſuch Strains? 
Can we a fitting Preſent make, W - 362742 l 
For us to give, or theſe to takes? 

Tar. The Garland CHoris made; PN bring n 
When I flung Hrephon from che Ring. wa} 21; tal 
Tho' Czſar's Birth Day ic ſhould crown, fn 
Freſh Roſes will for that be blo hn. 

Da. I have a Lamb as white _ N 
Tho' half engag d. to Pan, ner * 0 
III ſacrifice it here; för he n aid 11) 
Pan, or ſome greater God muſt vy 1 mc 8 Aoi? 
8 ' Thyr. WH doſt thou talk of Sacrifice? +9 1 
Theſe ſeem not angry Deities. We 
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 MISCEELANY POEMS. 109 
Wou'd cruel Hluia were here, Wes. 
Shed Jearn to think herſelf leſs Fair, 
And in a noble Mixture find 

Humility with Beauty join d. 

Da. Then may it pleaſe the Royal rie, 
T accept an hearty Wiſh from meʒ % 
By all true Swains be Daphnis fear'd, 1 3 1 
And no Whig! Wolves come near his Herd. 

Thyr. May each bright Nymph look gay and young, 
Doubling the Stock from whence they Fr 

(Both! Thenyyearly Hecatombs we'll pay, 14 
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If ev ry Spring brings ſuch a May. | 
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HUMAN LIFE: | 


uppos 4 to be f ſpoken by an 1 in Imita- 
75 the Second Geer of the * 


Solomon. 
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Hen will penurious Heavn no more allow 
No more on its own Darling Man beſtow! 
Is it for this he Lord of all appears, 
And his great Maker's Image bears! A 
To toil beneath a wretched State, | 
Oppreſs d with Miſeries and Fate: 
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Beneath his painful Burthen groan, 
And, in this beaten Road of Life, drudge on! 
Amidſt our Labours we poſleſs 


4 No kind Allays of Happineſs: 
om No ſoftning Joys can call our own, 


To make this bitter Drug go down; 
W hilſt Dcath an eaſie Conqueſt gains, 
And the inſatiate Grave in endleſs Triumph reigns. 
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With Throes,and Pangs, into che World we come, 4 


The Curſe and Burthen of the Womb: 
N. Nor wrgtchcd to our ſelves alone, 
Our Mothers Labours introduce our own. 
— In Crics and Tears our Infancy we waſte, 
Thole ſad Prophetick Tears that flow, 
By Inſtinct of our future Woe; 3 
And ev'n our Dawn of Life with Sorrows over-caſt. 
1 | Thus we toil out a reſtleſs Age, 
Each his laborious Part muſt have, 
Down from the Monarch to the Slave, [Sta 


Att o'cr this Farce of Life, then drop beneath 


IL From 
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Te THIRD PARTY © 
From our firſt drawing Vital Breath, 
From our firſt ſtarting from the Womb, 
Until we reach the deſtin d Tomb, 
Weĩ all are poſting on, to the dark Goal of Death 
Life, like a Cloud that fleets before the Wind, 
No Mark, no kind Impreſſion, leaves behind, 
Tis ſcatter” d like the Winds that blow, 
Boiſterous as them, full as inconſtant too, n 
That know not hence they come, nor where they 
Here we're dethin'd a rue then 
Become — again: 5 
Time ſhall a Man to Rs firſt * reſtore, 
And make him intire nothing, all he was before. 
No Part of us, no Remnant Mall ſurvive! 
And yet we impudently ſay, we ure: 
No! ve but ebb into our ſelves again, 
And only come to be, as we had never been. 
. 78 n eee 
"Bay: JeatnediBage' thou that art mighty Won ill. 
. me theſe Myſteries: 
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_ Whit ie che Seul, the Wftal Heat 
That out mean Frame does animate ? 
What ic our Breath, the Breath of Man, 
That Boys lis Nature up, and does even Life ſuſtain ? 
ath ] Is it not Air an empty F ume, 
d, | A Fire that does it ſelf conſume? 
d, A warmth that in a Heart is bred, 
A lambent Flame with Heat and Motion fed. 
Extinguiſh that, the whole is gone; 
they This boaſted Scene of Life is done: ; 
Away the Phantom tapes its Flight, 
I Damn'd to a losthſom Grave, and an Eternal Night. 
I) be Soul, th Immortal Part we boaſt, 
re. In one tonſuming/Minute's loſt? 
4 To is firft Source it muſt repair, h 
IN scatter with Winds, and flow with common Air! 
Whilſt the fall'n Body, by a ſwift Decay, 
Reſolves into its Native Clay: 
For Duſt and Aſhes are its ſecond Birth, 
And that incorporates too; withrits great Parent Earth. 
ee ul ane hunt ener 
Nor ſhall our Names, er Memories ſurvive, ” 2 
W hatff' + Alas, no part of Man can live The | : 
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The empty Blaſts of Fame ſhall die, 
And even thoſe Nothings taſte Mortality. 
In vain, to future Ages, ve tranſmit 
HNHeroick Acts, and Monuments of Wit: 
| | In vain, we dear · bought Honours leave, 
To make our Aſhes gay, and furniſh. out a Grave. 
Ah treacherous Immortality! * 

For thee, our ſtock of Youth we waſte, 
And urge on Life, that ebbs too faſt ; 
= To purchaſe thee with Blood, the Valiant fly, 
3 And to ſurvive in Fame, the Great and Glorious die. 
© Laviſh of Life, they ſquander this Eſtate, 
And for a poor Reverſion wait: 
Bankrupts and Miſers, to themſelves they grow, 4 
Imbitter wretched Life, with Toils and Woe, 
Jay hoard * know not where, or 
V. eee [how By 
Abchink,my Friends, how fyiftche Minutes haſt 


ä 
* EY 
A =. ts 
a 9 
sf 
E 
\ 
* 


C 


The preſent Day intirely is our own, 

| Then ſeize the Bleſſing Cer tis gone: [01 
} To Morrow, —— anney Or 
Cen! 2 tl 
1: 46/4 Wh 
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'Tis all imaginary Space: 
To Day, to Day is our ahi 


Tis all penurious Fate will gire, 
Poſtcrity'll to Morrow live, The ber 
ur Sons crowd on behind, our Children drive us 
With Garlands then your Temples Crown, 
And lye on Beds of Roſes down: 
Beds of Roſes we'll prepare 
„ Roſes that our Embleme are:. 
die.] A while they flouriſh on che Bough; 
| And drink large 2 of Heav*nly Dew. 
Like us, they ſmile, are young, and gay; 
ow, | And like us too, are Tenants for a Day, pe 
ce vine blaſting . D . 
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c, Of ' U "L- 
ao. Bring chearfulWine, and coſtly Sweets ——_ 
naſte | 


'Tis more than Frenzy now to ſpare: 
Let Cares and Buſineſs wait a while, 
Jold Age affords a thinking Interval; 5 
| 1 * 

N them attend below, adjourn into the Grave, 
Wh 7 
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Why do we boaſt of bene and oy ap Days! i 
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114 The THIRD PART 'of | 
Then gay and ſprightly Wine produce, 
Wines that Wit and Mirth infuſe: 
That feed, like Oil, th' expiring Flame, 

Revive our mien Souls, and prop this tott ring 


Frame. 
That when the Grave our Bodies has 8 df; 
When Virtues ſhall forgotten ly, 
With all their boaſted Piety, 


Honours, and Titles, like our ſelves, be loſt; 

Then our Recorded Vice ſhall flouriſh on, 
And our Immortal Riots be for ever known. \ 
This, this is what we ought to do, T 
The great Deſign, the grand Affair below ! T1 
Since bounteous Nature's plac'd our Stuart here 
Then Man his Grandure ſhould maintain, 

And in Exceſs of Pleaſure Reign, 


Keep up his Charadter, and Lard of all appear I. 
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Mr. AL L ER. 


UPON THE 


ing 


0 Copy! of Virſer made by himſelf If on 


the af Opy 3 in his Book 

&; e b 
Hen Shame, for all my fooliſhYauth had writ, 
* Advis'd/twas time the thimingTiade to quit, 
Time to grow wiſe, and be no more a Wit-—— 9 


The Noble Fire, that animates thy Age, 


nere Once mote enf!am d me with Poetick _ 
ain, a II. 


bar oung, 
ings, Herpeh, Nymphs, the Brave, the 
car. Have been the Theme of thy Immortal Song; 
Nobler Argument, at laſt, thy Muſe, 

I'wo 1 Diyvme; Thee, and Her ſelf, does claſs. 

2 III. | 

ige, whoſe dull weight makes vulgar Spirits bend, 
dunn ings to thine, and bids it upward tend. 
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E 116 The THIRD PART of 
E No more confin'd, above the Starry Skies, | 
Out, from the Body's broken Cage, it flies. 

| "Pf, 
But oh! | Wack not wholly to retire, 
To join with, and compleat th' Etherial Quire! 
Still here remain {till on the Threſhold ſtand; 
Still at chis diſtance view the promis d Land, 
Tho? thou mayꝰſt ſcem, ſo Heay' nly i is thy Senſe, 
Not going thither, but new come from thence. 
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Occafion'd by the Reading and Tranſcribing 


Mr. Edmund Waller's Poem, 


O FTF 


DIVINE LOVE 


Since his D E A T H. 


By Mr. 7 ©45.....% Meh 


Ms 


Uch were the laſt, 1 ſyeeteſt Notes that! 
Upon our dying Swan's melodious Tongue: 
| Not 
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MISCELLANY POEMS. 117 
Notes, whoſe ſtrong Charms the dulleſt Ear might 
move, — hh 8 
And melt the hardeſt Heart in Flames of Love: 


Notes, whoſe Seraphic Raptures ſpeak 3 Mind 
From Human Thoughts, and Earthly Droſs refin d ; 
$o juſt their Harmony, ſo high their Flight, 
ith Joy I read them, and with Wonder write. 
Sure, happy Saint, this N oble Song was givn 
o fit Thee for the approaching Joys of Heav'n: 
Love, wond'rous Low, whoſe Conqueſt was thy 
Theme, 8 N . | 
as taught thy Soul the airy way to climb; 
ove ſnatch d Thee, like Elijah, to the Sky, 
n Flames that not canſume, but purikie : We 
There with thy Fellow- Angels mix d, and free * 
rom the dull load of dim Mortality; I 
Thou feel'ſt new Joys, and feed | thy rayiſh'd Sight 
With unexhauſted Beams of Love and Light: 
nd ſure, bleſsd Spirit, to compleat thy Bliſs, 

1 Heay*n thou fing'ſt this Song, or one like this. 
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[ER Son not heard of, and by none deſery d 


In a ſhrill Voice thus gEnſive Venus cry'd, 
He who can News of a ſtray Cupid tell, 
My Run-a-way, ſhall be rewarded well. , 
His Fee for the obliging News is this, 
"He may come hither, and demand a Kiſs. 
But if he can the Vagabond reſtore; 0 
He ſhall have Kiſſes, and have ſome what more. 


* Amongſt a Hundred you the Boy may know., 
Large are his Tokens, and his Marks enow. 


Not white his Body, but refembling Flame; 
His Eyes all cruel, and his Heart the fame: 


Soft arc. his W ords, where he defi igns no Love, 


Nor do his Heart and Tongue together move. 
Swe 
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Sweet is his Voice as Honey when he's pleas d, 
But when enrag d, how hard 8 appeas'd! 1 


Ie always lies; tis a pernicious Boy, g 
Fraud is his Sport, and Tyranny his J 


wh 


Bold are his Eyes, divinely curl'd his Hair 

Small are his Hands, but oh! theff ki from far! 
How great, how large is their extenſive Pow r, 
From which great Pluto s ſelf is not ſecure! 
Cloſe are his Thoughts and Soul, his Body bare: 
Swift as a Bird, he ſtrikes an amorous Pair, 
lavades the inmoſt Fortreſs of the Fair. 

Small i is his Bow, nor are his Mredies great, 


nd yet ey'n Theſe have reach d the Heav nly Seat, 


A Golden Quiycr on his Back he ties, 

Where his Artillery in dreadful Order lyes. 

All cruel, all but oh! the cruel Boy 7 8 
Does with his Taper Phebus ſelf annoy; 
Torments ev n me, his Mother, ruins all my Joy. 
Charge him from me, if ſeen, with an Arreſt; 
Let Pity be a Stranger to your Breaſt. 

If you can ſeize him, lead the Captive bound, 
Let no Compaſſion for his Tears be found. 
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Ek Avoid his Kiſſes, ard his am'rous Wikes, + * ] 
There's worſe than Poiſon in his treach'rous Smiles. | 
Nay, ſhoulg he offer you his Arms, beware, — 


Of Arrows tipt with Fire have a Care. 
| ke | a ' 
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By Mr. 14 LY E N 


E Love and Hate, as reſtleſs Monarchs fight, 
Who boldly dare inyade another's Right; 

Yet whid thro all the dang'rous Toils they ve run, 

Ignobly quit the Conqueſts they have won; 

+ Thoſe charming Hopes that made them valiant grow, 

Þ * d with Enjoyment, makes them Cowards now: 
BY - Our Paſſions only form our Happineſs, 

= Hopes ſtill enlarge, as Fears contract it leſs: 

Hope with a gaudy Prof] pect feeds the Eye, 


Sogths ey er ry Senſe, docs with each With rowply . 
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But falſe Ei ment, the ld kind & de deftroys, 

es. We. loſc the Paſſion in the creleb. rous Joys. 

* Like the gay Silk- worm, when it pleaſes moſt, 
ln that ungrateful Web it ſpun, tis 1 
Fruition only cloys the Appetite,  ® 

More does the Conqueſt, than the Pilze delight; 8 * 

1 One Vic ry gain'd, another fills the Mind, 

P. Jos reſtleſs Wiſhes cannot be confin'd. 

"Like boiſt rous Waves, no ſettłꝭd Bounds they know, : 

Fri at no Point, but always ebb or flow. 

Who moſt expects, enjoys the Pleaſure moſt, 

Iris rais'd by Wiſhes, by Fruition loſt: 

NY We're charm'd with diſtant Views of Happinelsy, 

; But near Approaches make the Proſpect leſs. 

Wines, like painted Landskips, beſt delight, 

Whilſt Diſtance recommends them to the Sight: 

Plac'd afar off, they beautiful appear, 

out how their courſe and nauſeous Colours, near. 

Thus the fam'd Midas, when he found his store 

Increaſing ſtill, and would admit of more, 

Wich cager Arms his ſwelling Bags he preſs dz 

y And ExpeRation only made 9 
Buff | . But 
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But when a boundleſs Neaſure he enge 
| | And ev 'ry Wuh Was ith Fruition cloy'd: 8 

Then damn d to Heaps, and ſurfeited with Oat, 
He curſt ha Gold, he doated on before, 
* - 


Priants Lamentation and Petition 
1 


r 


For the Body of his Son ; 
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| Franſlared from the Greel of Homer, Duc. 4. 


By Mr. CONGREVE. ; 
Beginning at this Line, 
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Hector's Bodi, (after he as Slain) remain'd till: in the poſ 
ſeſſion of Wande for which Priam made * Lament 


tion. Jupiter bad Pity on him, and ſent 
and dired him, Heer W at manner he ſhould go to ROE 
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Tent, 4 | 

Priam accordingly orders his Chariot to be got Ay and 

preparing rich Preſents for Achilles, ſets forward, to the 
| Grecian Camp, accompany d by no Body but his Herald 
Idzus. Mercury, ar Jupiter's Command, meets him by 
| the way, in the Figure of a young Greciatly, and, after be- 


——_— 


+» BB - moaning his Misforiunes, undertakes. to drive hit Chariot, 


n ere chrongh the Garde, and 0th ber of Achilles 3 
1 E 


Tent; which having perform 4 he diſcover d hi If 4 God, 
and giving him a ſbort Inſtruttion, how to move Achilles 
e Compaſſion, flew up to Heaven. | 


* 


* ä Flight: 


O pa the Gol, and Heav'nward took his 


When Priam from his Chaot did *. us 


» Leaving Id#ns there, alone he went 
With Solemfi Pace, into Achilles? Tent.” 


Until approaching where the Heroe fate; © 

There at a Feaſt, the good old Priam found 
» {| 7ove's beſt belov'd, with all his Chiefs around: 
Two only were t' attend his Perſon placed, | 
Automedon and Alcymuss; the reſt oy. 
Ar greater Diſtance, greater State expreſe'd. 
nem Priam, unſeen by theſe, his Entrance made, 
-hille And at Achilles* Feet his Aged Body laid, 
About 


ſhould there Runſom the Body of his ns 


Heedlelſs, he pals'd through various Rooms of Stacey 
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About his 3 be crembling Arn 4 

And claſp'\d*em hard, as, they together grew; 

Then caught his Hande and preſs d, and kiſs 4m 

cloſe, * * 

Thoſe Hands, th inhuman Authors of his Woes; 

Thoſe Hands, whoſe unrelenting Force had coſt 

q Much of his Blood, (for many Sons he loſt) ) 

| Now bath'd in Tears, he to his Checks did lay, 

As if he meant to waſh their Guilt away. 

But, as a Wretch who has a Murder done, 

And ſeeking Refugg does from Juſtice run; | 

E Entring ſome Houſe, in haſte, where he's unknown, . 

5 Creates Amazement in the Lookers on: 

So did Achilles gaze, ſurpriz'd to ſee 

Tze Godlike Priam's Royal Miſery, * 

Alb on cach other gaz d, all in ſurprize | 

And mute, yet ſeem'd to queſtion with their Eyes. 
Till he at length the ſolemn Silence broke; 

1 And thus the venerable Suppliant ſpoke. 

| i Divine Achilles, at your Feet behold 

4 proſtrate Kin 8, in Wretchedneſs own old: I 
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Your Father, and then look on me, 
His hoary Age and helpleſs Perſon ſee; 
So furrow'd are his Checks, ſo white his Hairs, 
Such, and ſo many his declining Years | 
Could you imagine (but that cannot be) 
Cou d you imagine ſuch, his Miſery! 
Yet it may come, when he ſhall be opprels' 4 
And neighb' ring Princes lay his Country waſte; 
Nay, at this time perhaps ſome pow'rful Foe, 
Who wall no Mercy, no Compaſſion ſhaw, 
Ent'ring his Palace, ſees him feebly fly. 
And ſeck Protection, where no Help is nigh. 
In vain, he may your fatal Abſence mourn, 
And wiſh in vais for your delay d Return; 
Vet, that he hears you live, ſome Comfort gives, 
And while he hopes (tho' vainly) he believes: 
It glads his Soul to think, he once may ſee 
His much-loy'd Son; wou d that were granted me! 
But I, moſt wretched 1! of all bereft! 
Of all my Royal Sons, how few are left | 
Yet Fifty goodly Youths I had to boaſt, 
When firſt the Greeks inyaded Ilion s Coaſt: 


. 


Nine · 
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Nineteen, the joyful Ithe of one teen 3 Womb, 
Are now, alas! a mournful Tribute to one Tomb, 
Mercileſs War, this Devaſtation wrought, 
And chi Nong N erves to Diſſolution beoughlh 
Still one was left, in Whom was all my hope, 
10 Ages Cbmfert, and his Country's Prop; 
Hector, my Darling, and my 4%. Defence, 
Whoſe Life alone, their Deaths could recompence 
And, to compleat my Store of countleſs Woe, 
Him you have-ſlain — of him bereavd me too! 
| For his ſake only, hither am I come; 1 
© Rich Gifts I bring, and Wealth, an endleſs Sum; 
All to redeem that fatal Prize you Won, 
A worthleſs Ranſom for ſo brave à Son. 
zz Fear the juſt Gods, Achilles; and on me 11 
with Pity look, think you your Father ſee, 
3 Such as I am, he is, alone in this, 8 
I can no Equal have i in Miſeries; © 
Of all Mankind, moſt wretched and forlorn, 
Bow'd with ſuch weight, as never has been born; 
Reduc'd to kneel and pray to you, from whom 


| r ing and Source of all my Dort cole; 
| With 
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Wi court mine and my Country 8 Bane, 
Andkas poſe pages; which hay my Cres ſlain, 
He fpake.— 
Now, ſadneſs o'er Achilles Face a 5 3 
And viewing Priam, for his Father feats; 
That, and Compaſſion melt him into Tears; | 
Then, gently with his Hand he put away 

Old Priam's Face, but he, ſtill proſtrate lay, 
And there'with Tears, and Sighs, afreſh did moan 
The untimely Death of his beloved Son. 
But Paſſion diff rent ways Achilles turns, 


2 85 


Now, he Patroclus, now, his Father mourn: | 


Thus both with Lamentations fill'd the Place, 
Till Sorrow ſeem d to wear one common Face. 
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Hula Andromache, and Helew, 
Over the Dead Body of 


H er en 


| Tranſlated from the Greek of Homer Dub. , fl 
By 1 CONGREVE 
Beginning at this Line, 
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. of this nd ha eee 
Priam, at laſt, moves Achilles to Compaſſion, and after having 
made him Preſents of great value, — the Body of his 2 
Mercury awakens Priam early in the Morning, and adviſes 
him to haſte away with the Body, leſt Agamemnon ſhowld 
be informed of his being in the Camp: 25 himſelf helps to 
harneſs the Mules and Horſes, and conveys him ſafely, and Or 
without Noiſe, Chariot and all, from among the Grecian om 
Tents ;. then flies up to Heav'n, leaving Priam and Idzusl 
zo travel on with the Body toward Trop. ith 


OW did the Saffron Morn her Beams apt 
Gilding the Face of Univerſal Day; 


hicl 


Whe! 
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When mourning Priam to the Town return'd; 
Slowly his Charigt mov'd, as that had mourn'd; | 
Bl The Mules, beneath the mangled Body go, 
As bearing (now) unuſual Weight of Wor. 
To Pergamus high Top Caſſandra flies, 
Thence, ſhe afar, the fad Proceſſion ſpies: 
Her Father and Ileus firſt appear, 3 1 
Then He&or's Corps extended on a Bier; 
At which, her boundleſs Grief loud Cries began, 
And, thus lamenting, thro' the Streets ſhe ran: 
ither, ye wretched Trojans, hither all! 
gehold the Godlike Hector Funeral! 
If &er you went with Foy, to ſee him come 
n. {ford with Congueſt and with Laurels home, 
vn ſemble now, hir Ranſom'd Body ſee, 


iſo hat once was all your Joy, now all your Miſery ; | 
ould She ſpake, and ſtrait the num'rous Crowd obey 'd, ._- 
7 5 or Man, nor Woman, in the City ſtaid ;, 0 1 
mow ommon Conſent of Grief had made em one, 
1 : A 


ith clam'rous Moan to Scæas Gate they run, 
ere the loyd Body of their Hector meet 
hich they, with loud and frcth Lamentings, greet, -. 
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His Revrend Mother, and his Tender Wife, 

Equal in Love, in Grief had equal Strife: 

In Sorrow they no Moderation knew, 

But wildly wailing, to the Chariot flew; - 

There ſtrove the rolling W heels to hold, while exc 

Attempted firſt his breathleſs Corps to reach; 

Aloud they beat their Breaſts, and tore their Hair 

Rending around with Shricks the ſuff ring Air. I - 
Now had the Throng of People ſtopt the Way | 

Who would have there lamented all the Day, 7 

But Priam from his Chariot roſe, and ſpake, 

"Trojans enough ; Truce with your Sorrows make; I y 

Give way to me, and yield the Chariot Room; 4 

Firſt let me bear my Hector Body home, U 

Then mourn your fill. At this the Crowd gave wall y 

Op' ning a Paſs, like Waves of a divided Sea. 4 
Idæus to the Palace drove, then laid, U 

With Care, the Body on a Sumptuous Bed, iy 


And round about were skilful Singers plac'd, pe 
Who wept, and ſigh'd, and in fad Notes expreſs 
Their Moan; Al in a Chorus did agree 
Of Univerſal, Mournful Harmony. * 
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Andromache alone no Notes could find, n 
No Muff ck wild enough for her aifiratied Mind; 


Her Grief, long ſmother'd, now from Silence broke, 
And thus (cloſe preſſing his pale Cheeks) ſhe ſpoke. 1 


Andromache's Lamentation. 
lan] O my loſt Husband! let me ever mourn 
ruby carly Fate, and too untimely Urn: 
Va In the full Pride of Youth thy Glories fade, 
And thou in Aſhes muſt with them be laid. 
Why is my Heart thus miſerably torn! 
ee; Why am I thus diſtreſs'd! why thus forlorn 
| [nl chat wretched Thing, a Widow left? 
Why do I live, who am of Life bereft! 
vet I were bleſt, were 1 alone undone; 
Alas, my Child! where can an Infant run? 
Unhappy Orphan! thou in Woes art nurſt; 
Why were you born? I am with Bleſſings curſt! 
For long c'er thou ſhalt be to Manhood grown, 
Wide Deſolation will lay waſte this Town: 
Who is there now that can Protection give, 
vince He, who was her Strength, no moredothliye? 
K 2 = Who, 
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Who of her Rey'rend Matrons will have Care? 
Who fave her Children from the Rage of War? 
FM gt He to all Father and Husband was, 
And all are Orphans now, andW idews by his Loſs. 
Soon will the Grecians, now, inſulting come 1 
And bear tis Captives to their diſtant Home; \ 
I, with my Child, muſt the ſame Fortune ſhare, 
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; And all alike, be Pris'ners of the War; A 
Miłongſt baſe-born Wretches he his Lot muſt have, 

| g And be to ſome inhuman Lord, à Slave. u 
\ Elſe ſome avenging Greek, with Fury fill'd, M 
Or for an only Son, or Father killd | A 

1 | By Hettor's Hand, on him will yent his Rage, 


And, with his Blood, his thirſty Grief aſſwage; 
For many fell by his relentleſs Hand, Ii and 7 

_ Biting that Ground, which with their Blood wah: 
Fierce was thy Father (O my Child) in War, IO n 
At never did his Foc in Battel ſpare; - © ho 

| Thence come thefe Suff rings, which ſo much hand 
Much Woe to all, but ſure, to me the moſt." [col 00 f. 
I faw him not, when in the Pangs of Death, 
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Why held he not to me his dying Hand? 
And why receiv'd not I his laſt, Command? 


Which I ſhould ſtill in ſad Remembrance bear; 
For I could never, never Words forget, 


Which, Night and Day, I would with Tears repeat. 


| She ſpake, and wept afreſh, when all around, 
A gen'ral Sigh diffus'd a mournful Sound, 

ve, Then, Hecaba, who long had been oppreſt 

Wich boiting Paſſions in her aged Breaſt, 


A Lamentation for her Darling Son. 
a Hecuba's Lamentation. 


ind Hecker, my Joy, and to my Soul more dear 
wi Tban all my other num rous Iſſue were; 


Var, O my laſt Comfort, and my beſt Belov d! 


hou, at whoſe Fall, ev'n Jove himſelf was moy'd, 
hand ſent a God his dread Commands to bear, 

[WF far thou wert high Heav'n's peculiar Care! 

rom fierce Achilles Chains thy Corps was freed; 
o kind a Fate was for none elſe decreed: 

K 3 For 
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WI 


Something he would have ſaid, had I been there, 


Mingling her Words with Sighs and Tears, begun 
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I 34 n. THIRD PART Braſs 
For all my other Sons, ta'en by his Hands 
Were ſold like Slaves, and ſhipt to Foreign Lands, 
Thou too wett ſcntenc'd by his harb'rous Doom, 
And dragg d, when dead, about Parraclus Tomb, i 
His lov'd Patroclus whom thy Hands had Alain; Ny 
And yet that Cruelty was urg d in vain, 

Since all could not reſtore his Life again. 

Nov freſh and glowing, even in Death thou art, III 
And fair as he who fell by Phebus Dart. 6 
Here weeping Hecuba her Paſſion ſtays, 
And Univerſal Moan again was made; | 
When Helens Lamentation hers ſu pply'd, 
And thus, | aloud, that fatal Beauty cry d. 


— LR”. 8 


Helen's Lamentation. 
0 9 Hector, thou wert rooted in my Heart, 0 


No Brother there had half ſo large a Part ole 
Scarce my own Lord, to whom ſuch Love bore, Ce 
That I forſook my Home; ſcarce he had more! i 
O would Ine er had ſeen that fatal Day; Par 
Would I had periſh'd when I came away, = 7 
Now, Twenty Years are paſt, ſince that ſad Hou 
"When firſt I landed on this ruin d Shoar, Fe 
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MISCELLANY POEMS. 13 
| For Ruin (Cure) and I, together came! ö 
. ret all this time from thee I ne er had Blame, 


Not one ungentle Word, or Look of Scorn, 
Which I too often have from others born; 


When you from their Reproach have ſet me free, 
\nd kindly have reproy'd their Cruelty ; 
If by my Siſters, or tae Queen revil'd, 
For the good King, like you, was ever mild) 
our Kindneſs (till has all my Grief beguil'd. 


yer in Tears let me your Loſs bemoan, 


Vho had no Friend alive, but you alone: 

Il will reproach me now, where- e er I paſs, 

nd fly with Horror from my hated Face. 
his ſaid ; ſhe wept, and the yaſt Throng was moy 'd, 
nd with a gen'ral Sigh her Grief approy'd. | 

hen Priam (who had heard the mourning cou 
ole from his Seat, and thus he ſpake aloud. 

Ceaſe your Lamentings, Trojans, for a ith, © 
Ind fell down Trees to build a Fun'ral Pile ; 

tar not an Ambuſh by the Grecians laid, 

r with Achilles Twelve Days Truce 1 mage. 
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He ſpake, and all obeyd as with one Mind, 
Chariots were brought, and Mules and Oxen join'd, 
# Forth from the City all the People went, 
And Nine Days Space was in that Labour ſpent: 
The Tenth, a moſt ſtupendious Pile they made, 

And on the Top the Manly Hector laid, 
Then gave it Fire; white all, with weeping Eyes, 
Beheld the rolling Flames and Smoak ariſe. 
All N ight they wept, and all the N ight it burn'd; 
But when the Roſie Morn with Day return'd, 
About the Pile the thronging People came, 
And with black Wine quench d the remaining Flame 
His Brothers then, and Friends ſearch'd ev'ry where, 
And gatliring up his ſnowy Bones with care, 
Wept o'r 'em; when an Urn of Gold was brought 
Wrapt in ſoft Purple Palls, and richly wrought, 
In which the Sacred Afhes were interr'd; 
Then o'cr his Grave a Monument they rear d. 
Mean time, ſtrong Guards were plac'd, and carefi 
To w-tchthe Grecians, and prevent Surprize,P! M 
The Work once ended, all the yaſt Reſort 
QF mourning Pcople went to Priam's Court; 
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There they refreſſid their weary Limbs with Reſt, 
Ending the e va wich a Solemn Feaſt. 
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10 E Tyrant Queen of ſoſt Deſires, 
With the reſiſtleſs Aid of ſprightly Wine 
And wanton Eaſe, conſpires 
refill To make my Heart its Peace reſign, 
pit And re- admit Love's long rejected Fires. 
For beauteous Glycera I burn, e 
The Flames ſo long repelld with Ore Force re- 
„ End. 
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Endleſs her Charms appear, and ſhine more bright 
Than poliſh'd Marble when reflecting Light; 
With winning Coyneſs ſhe my, Soul diſarms, 
And when her Looks arc coldeſt, moſt ſhe warms: 
Her Face darts forth a Thouſand Rays, 
Whole Luſtre an unwary Sight betrays, 

| My Eye-balls ſwim, and 1 grow giddy * 
| 85 UE 92/4 4/54 

She comes ſhe comes! he ruſhes in my Veins! 

At once all Venus enters; and at large ſhe reigns ! 
Cyprus no more with her Abode is bleſt, 
I am her Palace, and her Throne my Breafe. 
Of Savage Scythian Arms no more I write, 
Or Parthian Archers, who in flying fight, 
And make rough War their Sport; 
Such idle Themes no more ſhall move, 

Nor any thing but what's of high Import: 
And what's of high Import, but Love? 
Vervain and Gums, and the green Turf prepare; 
With Wine of Twq Years old, your Cups be fill d: 

After our Sacrifice and Prayer, 
The Goddeſs may incline ber Heart to —"_ 
Horace, 
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f Hine, Lib IL Ode V. 4 
Imitated by Mr. Congre CUE, ö 


Ehen Fugaces,. Poſthume, Poſthume, 
Labuntur Anni, &C. 


$4 $4; Tet ORE | | 
H! no, tis all in vain, believe me tis 
- This Pious Artifice. - wo 
is! Not all theſe Pray'rs and Alms can buy | 
One Moment tow'rd Eterni tm. 
Eternity ! that boundleſs Race, add 
Which Time himſelf can never run: 

(Swift, as he flies, with an unweary'd Pace, ) 
Which, when Ten Thouſand, Thouſand Years are 
; till the ſame, and ſtill to be begun, [done. 
Fix d are thoſe Limits, which preſcribe - _- 
\ ſhort Extent to the moſt laſting Breath; 


— 


are; Nnd though thou cou dſt for Sacrifice lay down 
ud: Millions of other Lives to ſave thine own, * 
-* | 'Twere fruitleſs all; not all would bribe 4 
4, Pe Supernumerary Gaſy from Death: 
or ace, | 1 1 1 I. In 
| | 4% © dd 
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In vain's thy erbaut 8 tore Wet 
Of Wealth, in vain thy Pow'r, act 
Thy Honours, Titles; all muſt fail, 
W here Piety it felf does nought ayail. 
The Rich, the Great, the Innocent and Juſt, 
4 © Muſt all be huddl'd to the Grave, 

Þ With the moſt Vile and Ignominious Slave, 
And undiſtinguiſh'd lye in Duſt. Fo, 
In vain the Fearful flies Alarms, 

In yain he is ſecure from Wounds of Arms, 
In vain avoids the faithleſs Seas, 
And is confin d to Home and Eaſe, 
Bounding his Knowledge, to extend his * 
8 In vain are all thoſe Arts we try, 
EF . All our Evaſions, and Regret to die: 
1 From the Contagion of Mortality, 
No Clime is pure, no Air is free: - 
5 1 And no Retreat 
E ** ſo e as to be hid — * 4 
1 f MN | 1 
Thou muſt, alas! thou . my Friend; 
ws ig he very Hour thou now doſt . 
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is fndying to avoid, brings on thine Wag Wy 
Thou muſt forego the deareſt Jays of Life; ᷑ 
Leave the warm Boſom of thy tender Wife, 4 
And all the much - lor d Off. ſpring of her Womb, 
To moulder in the Cold Embraces of a Tomb. 
All muſt be left, and all be loſt 4 
Thy Houſe, whoſe ſtately nnen 1 
Shall not aſſunduuu 4d | 
| Row for the ſtinking Carkaſg of its 2 1 
Of all thy pleaſant Gardens, Grots and Bow rs, 
Thy 597 Fruits, thy far- fetch d Plants and 


Nought ſhaly thou fe, an 
| Unleſs a Sprig of Por, thou have, 


To wither with thee in the Grayer 7; | «+17 
The reſt ſhall live and Youriſh, to uphſaid 


Their 1 Maſter Ded. 
Then bel hy long png: Heir, * 
A Joyful Mourning wear: = 
And Riot in the Waſte of that Eſtate i | 
Which thou haſt taken fo much Pains to get. * 7 A 8 | 


I; All thy hid Stories he ſhall unfold. 1 N 
And ſet at large thy Capti vid Gold. That 
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That precious Wine, I d by ches * 
To Vaults and Priſons, ſhall again be free: 


4 4 YE IT 4 | 
4 Bury'd alive tho“ now it lyes, 


Again t ſhall - 


; 
; 7 Again its ſparkling ſhow, 3 


And free as Element, profalely TY | 
| wich ſuch choice Food he ſhall ſet forth his Feaſt 
That Cardinals fhall/wiſh to be his Gueſts; 


And pamper'd Nil & ſce 
Themſelves ane in Lum. 
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In Imitation of H 0 R A G E 
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"By Mr. CONGREVE 
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LESS me, dis cold! how chil übe 4. 


How naked does the World aa 4A 


' 


 - MISCELL ANT (POEMS. 0 
ot ee (big wich the Offeſpring aß the man, 
The teeming Clouds bring fortn. 16 4 1 
A Sho of ſoft andfleecy Rain N . 
Falls, to . | 
Behold the Mountain · Tops, eee k 
As if with Fur of Ermins crowu d- N 
And lo! how by degrees Slate de hi 
The univerſal Mantle hides the he aue! 
As if it were the Autumn of the SE,, 
Whoſe Fall of Leaf would theirs ſupply: 
Trembling, the Groves ſuſtain the Weight, and bow, 
Like aged Limbs, which feebly "> 
Beneath 2 Wer Head of Snow. 65 
3 + i v6; 
Difuſi © Cold 5 the whole Earth invade, © 
Like a Diſeaſe, through all its Veins tis — . 
And each late living Stream is num d and dead. 


T eaſts, 


Let's melt the frozen Hours, make warm the Air; 
Let chearful Fi ires als feeble Beams repair 10 3 . 
Air! Fill the large Bowl. w ith ſparkling Wine; 55 
Let's drink, till our own Faces ſnine, as. 
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Till we like Suns appear, 
To light and warm the Hemiſphere. 
Wine can diſpence to all both Light and Heat, 
They are with Wine incorporate: 
That pow'rful Juice, with which no Cold dares mix 
Which till is fluid, and no Froſt can fix; 
Let that but in Abundance flow, F 
And let it Storm and Thunder, Hail and Snow, 
"Tis Heav'n's Concern; and let it be 
The Care of Heav'n ſtill, for me: 
Theſe Winds, which rend the Oaks and plough ti 
| Great Fove can, if he pleaſe, 
With one commanding Nod appeaſe 
III. 
Scek not to know to Morrow's Doom; 


That is not ours, which is to come. 
The preſent Moment's all our Store: 


* * ” a 
72 
3 
4 
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| Sea 


The next, ſhould Heav'n allow, 
Then this will be more: 


So all our Life is but one Inſtant Nou. 
Look on each Day you've paſt 
To be a mighty Treaſure won: 
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And lay each Moment out in haſte; 
We re ſure to live too faſt, 
| And cannot live too ſoon. 
Youth does a Thouſand Pleaſures bring, 
Whick from decrepid Age will fly; 
Hweets that wanton ith Boſom of the Spring. 
In Winter's cold Embraces die. 
IV. 
Now Love, that everlaſting Boy, invites 
To revel while you may, in ſoft Delights: 
Now the kind Nymph yields all her Charms, 
Nor yields in vain to youtbful Arms. 
Slowly ſhe promiſes at Night to meer, 
But cagerly prevents the Hour with ſwifter Fect. 
To gloomy Groves and obſcure Shades ſhe flies, 
There vails the bright Confeſſion of her Eyes. 
Unwillingly ſhe ſtays, ' 
Would more unwillingly depart, 
And in ſoft Sighs conveys 
The Whiſpers of her Heart. 
Still ſhe invites and ſtill denies, 
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4 And yows ſhe'll leave you if y'are dude: 1 
| 11 Then from her Raviſherſhe nk 
But flies to be purſii d: 
If from his Sight ſhe does her if aa þ 
With a feign'd Laugh the will her ſelf bey, 90 
And cunningly inſtruct din in dh _ 2 
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= 4 E 6 Queen N by Helle Hand, 
Of perfect Beauty did. che Pattern ſtand, 
But then bright Nymphs f from ey'ry Part of Greet? 
| Did all contribute to adorn che Piece, 1 
From each a ſey'ral Charm the Painter 3 
(For no one Mortal fo divine could look) 
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But, happier Kneller; Rate preſentb toy gn 6 i 
In one that firfiſh'd Berurr, which 1 ä 
But oh, take heels r ff is che Defgn, 
And weg cwere t any bar ching. 
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LAY T A's Eyes, like Fires ſuppreſe'd, 
_ More fiercely flame ag e E 4 5 
Vor: can her Brauty be ee = 1 

Nor alter d hy ker Pain. ag * * = 
A ca 85 WR 92 FIC 4 q $5, © 
Thoſe various Charing e ode We e. N 
And do her Fact adorn, | n Nl 
Sell as they ripe end fall a away,” MT NE 
Freſſ Becortef fil are born. My 2 760 
| E's 7 28 
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W here Fate invites you, to the Gallis Court: 


One Fit of Love kill d by Deer, 4 wh. th 


| Ale nel fort PR King , 8 s Pilime 


2 . * . Mecons 
Lortune exerts her utmoſt Pow'r 8 T 


She thought ſome mighty Kingdom was theStak 
And did this Throw for the great Monarchs make 
But as all Princes at far diſtance woe, in 

Firſt ſend their Image where their Heart is due: 


F 


KN the THIRD PART 1þ 


80 doth err the Lovers fire, uh gel i 64 A 
Who do the Dame adore, DELFT Reefs . of 
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ek. the bighef Changer on the 8 
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Nor could ſhe' more for her o] Louis do; 


So now, thrice happy Nymph, would you reſor 
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That lucky Genius which the Picture gavc 1. 
Would make the great Original your ee We 
He, like the Piece, can only be your Prize. 
Who 1 duns the beigken e | 
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Town by the Immoderte! * 
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ak had all her nobler Conqueſts would forego, 

ake leis glorious Slaves, and Peaſants to ſubdue: [ FR 0 1 

Thus Conqu ring Monarchs who baye Kingdoms 1 

\ndall their Neighb ring States with Arms o er- run; 14 

For want of Works their Armies to emplo, 

emote and Salvage Provinces deſtroy : 
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1 But Heav'm in pity weepzb, while we o 
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But _ the Waves riſe qua 


When all cho Sacred grating Hen he dev, 
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Or elſe, vu Tears —— 7 
The darken'd Sun does ſcarce 3 


And Tempelts rage ro keep pur Wiſhes here. g 


And Nature dbeyselat Caster, Bache l wor 
to our Flame, 1 
Wed drown the World, ß the flying Dame. ne. 
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which could with impious Rage e 
What more did Has in his Fury do? N N 
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WISCELLANT POEMS. 1 Ota 
Or * He who ſpar d not her who gave him Breath; 
So ill the Son reveng'd his Father's Death!!! 
Then I had broke the maſt Religious Lies 
Both to my Parents, ad the Deidesss 1 oy 
tore (oh-Heay'ns) her finely braided Hatz 1814 
How charming then look d the diſorder'd Fair! 7 | 
80 Atalanta in her Chaſe is drawn, CDN en 
Where the Arcadian Beaſts . own: 
So Ariadne, left upon the Shore, E lll 
Docs all alone her loſt Eſtate an 15 frore: ' 
Girls the Winds and Seas which perjur'd The/tus 
Who wbüld not then have rail'd-and talk'd aloud? 
U (Which ts the helpleſs dex mir H 
She only did upbraiu me with her Eye, 5 
Whoſe ſpeaking Teats did want of Words apply; 
Twas but tog much (e Gods) to make me r 
O that ſome merciful Superior Po- r 
Had ſtruck; me lane. before that fatal 8 
And not have ſuffer d me to pierce my Heart, 
So deeply, in che beſt and, tend reſt Fart; ee <1 8 | 
To make a Lady that Subjection 8 
Which is not o the meaneſt Aae known 
oral. L 4 'I'was 


152 The THIRD PART 4 
'Twas Diomed, who firſt a Goddeſs ſtrook, 
I from his Hand that curs'd Example took; 
But he was far leſs Criminal than J 
I was a Lover, he an Enemy: via bno we 
March like a Conqueror in Triumph now, 
With Laurcl-wreaths encompaſſing your Braw, 
And render to the mighty Gods your Vow; .\ 
So, as you paſs, th'attending gazing Croud, 1 
By their Applauſe ſhall ſpeak your — z Ws 
Let your ſad Captive in the Front appear Di 
With ſtreaming Ch:eks, and with diſhevelld Hain Th 
Thro'all herGriefand Wounds moſt eminently, fair.) Nin 
Such Lips were form d for kinder Wounds than theſe, Nh 
Wounds made by Lovers furious Extaſie: An 
Though like a Torrent I was hurty don, u. 
A Slave to Paſſion, which I could not ſnun; Me: 
I might have only piercd her tender Ear o 
With threat ning Language, ſuch as Virgins fear: Me: 
Fear having chill'd the Current of her eu ut 
Paley as a'Parian Marble Statue ſtood | o 
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The ſenſeleſs Frame Then ſhooł ure 
Knces, an ified OE © 

As wheff the e Winds * whiſtle FF: Trees, 

Or ſoftly curl the Surfage of the Seas: 

do ſlender Ruſhes, eaſily inclin d 5 

By ev'ry Blaſt, are ruffled by the Windy: . 

Tears, which ſuſpence did for a while reſtrain, 


Guſh'd forth, and down her Checks the Deluge ran, 


„Ils when the Sun does by a pow'rful Beam 
Diſſolve the Froſt, it runs into a Stream: * 
me lamentable Object ſtruek me dead, 


Mind Tears of Blood to quench thoſe Tears I ſhed: 


le, ¶ Thrice at her Feet the proſtrate Suppliant fell, 
ind thrice did ſhe repulſe che Criminal: 


Redeem your Favour, or remove your Hate? 
o your Revenge no Means or Method ſpare; 

: Nevenge, alas! is eaſie to the Fair: 

but leſt ſome eloquent remaining Sigg — 
would ſtill ** me with ſo black a =O 


The 


What would I not, your Anger to abate ©, 


* 


154 RTR KD. \PHRT — 
Ler tb Diſorder-in your Face appear, - Sicc ag 
| From yu — 3 ache not ee mn 
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5 RUST me, — Bone ade Wa 
j N And Cupid has his Camp; as well as Mart 


I be Age thats fit for War beſt ſuits his Love, 
The old in both unſervieeable prove; 0 
Infirm in War, and impotent in Love: ige 
The Soldiers which's General docs requi at s 
Are fuck as Ladics would 1 in Bed deſire- "i y 
W ho, but a Soldier and a Lover, can 00 
Brar the Night's Cold in * rs of Hail and Rai. 
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ne in continual Watch his Eat] 
i on the Earth io broken-Slumbers ſleeps; - / ag 1 
ic other takes his ſtill repeated Ron, ar N 
ys Miſtreſs s Houſe —then lodges on che Ground! | 
rde Soldiers long and tedious Marches mae; 4 
8. he actye Loret, for ne e 0 * 1 
ill any Foils and Dangers undergo,” nA 
ot rugged Mo tit went La; "044 
Pen by Floods incteas d, no raging Sa, 7 

Nor adverſe Winds can ever-make him ſtay, N 
Vhen Gore commands, and Beaury leads the "oy 
Woldicrs and Lovers, with a careful _ WS! 
)bſerve the Motions of the Enemy: = 5 L 
Ine to the inane cpprogeliits Fay 
ues the Siege, and takes the Town by . 5 
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Je ocher lays his cloſe to Celia s For. 


ces his Point, and gains the wiſh d- for roi 
+> ſb Soldiers, when the Foc ſecurcly les 
deep and Mine diſſdlv'd, the Camp ere, A. 
W when the jealous to their Reſt remove, | 
vl all is nn others ſteal to Love: 
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1 | Regain the Ground, and rout the ogy 
Tou then, who think that Love's an idle Fi ir, 


And quitting Arms, abſent Briſeis mourns: 
From the Embraces of Andrumac he 


* „ * rae 
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| And to her Service all my Heart reſign'd: 


- Uncertain is the State of Love and War, n 15 
The vanquiſh'd rally, and their Loſs repair, 


Know, that it is the Exerciſe of Wit: 1 
In Flames of Love the fierce Achilles burns,” 


Went Hector arm'd for War and Victory: 


As Agamemnon ſaw Caſſandra pals. 25 7 
With Hair diſhevell'd, and diſorderd Dres, vi 
H' admir'd the Beauties of the Propheteſs: k 
The God of War was caught in th' A& of Love; / 
A Story known to all the Court above + 
Once did I paſs my Hours in Sloth and Eaſe, Ws 


Cool Shades and Beds of Down could only pleaſeWUr 
When a commanding Beauty rais'd my Mind, ) ls 
I left all little trifling Thoughts behind, (1B 
0 


- 


Since, like an active Soldier, have I ſpent ra 
My Time, in Foils of War, in Beauty's Tent; 18 
Hac 


And for ſo ſwect a Pay all Dangers underwent: 
4 a F ; | Yo 
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lou ſee, my Atticus, by what | "EO "#751 5 
ſho would not en ne 1 
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| To bis Mercevary n WI ( TR way 
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S Helen when to Trey hace e "Ra ape; 
And Greeks with Fire and Sword puriu d the 

s Leda, when the God his Love- trick 1. N 

ale Under the Figure of a Swan, betray d; 

is Amymone, wand ring o'er the Plains, & 

bat rural Fair, admir d by all the e +: 

fair was You, ſo much in Love was I, 

ran to the Extreams of Jealouſic, as 

car d Eagles, Bulls, and ev'ry Shape that Fove 


Had cer transform'd himſelf i into, io Loyc: 
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Now, free. from Love or Fears, my Mind b at eit 
Nor does that Beauty any longer pleaſe.” N 
This Humour, you may fay, is wonerous rang 
And ask E this ſudden Change 


Once; hen your unde ndeFigning Heart was o kind, 


r 


Fair was” out Face, and perfect v was your 
But now the flighter 1 Beauties of the Skin 
Dg yiett to che prevail Vice undd: ED wk 
Love i is 4 Child, who uſes no Deceit, 
Nor wears he Cloaths to cover any Cheat, 

- Accepts no Bribes; ;— why for a wretched Fee 
Should you. then proſtitute his Deity ? 248) ; 
Make Venus to her Son ſerve ev ry Day, © F 2 
And drudge i ith meaneſt Offices for r St 
They're foftly bred, and would not work, but play: 
The Whore, to whom each Purchaſer has Right 
Forces for Gain decaying Appetite, OLE 
Vet there's a Bawd to whom the Spoils actrue; II 
She fain would ſhun what you by Choice purſue! 1 
Theſe ſordid Ways the very Brutes 1 reproye, 2 5 An 
Who by their Practice teach, you how to loves, | bu 
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Abe luſty Bull his Female. docs enjoy. N 
vor can a hribe their murual- I. ves deftrops - 
Woman alone rejoyces in the Spoil, wer 
And. maß es;Advantages. of cy: ry Smile, no 
Rates af her Pleaſure the high; priz d Delight, E * 
ud Men muſt purchaſe cry happy W 2 
et does ſhe: meet him with as much Deſire, 
And no leſs fierce and raging is the Fire. a 
Since with an equal pace our Paſſi e . 
"*% Why ſhould « one buy, and thꝰ other ſell in Love? ? 
is Why, Gince the Pleafure's mutual, would it be 
To you Advantage, and a Loſs to nie:: 
Ihe way is infamous 2 Witneſh kes, „ 
- 4 Who of his Perjury a Living makes 
Ns bor the raiſing of a low Eſtate 
oh, To ſer your Body at a common rat! 
(Can you to ſuch mean Ends as cheſe en r 
The Gifts by Nature's Bounty you enjoy? 
Grant but the Bleſſing frocly, and Sa 1 8 5 
In everlaſting Obligation lay; . 
But where” O * mighty F avour, W when vo pay? 
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> The TAIRD \PART of |» 
Forbear, ye Fair, to make à Trade of Love, . 


4 The Wealth that's got ſo ill can ne'er i * 
Jiuſtly the * Veſtal by their Armour fell, 


Who would her Honour for their — fel 

ds The rich your Wiſhes are oblig'd to meet, 
0 lay their frequent Preſents at your Feet; 

L Alcinous Orchards Fruit enough can ſpare, 
From the full Vines the Grapes in Cluſters tear, 
And caſe th oꝰer· loaded Ben which num rous 

Apples bear: 4 | 
Let Faith and Love ſupply my little . = 

The Will ſhall ne'er be wanting to the Pow'r: 
Verſe is the greateſt Tribute I can bring; 
Your Charms I could to future Ages ſing; 
Jewels and Gold will periſh, — but the Fame 
The Muſcs give ſhall ever be the ſame : 

You check wy prays F N when +56 crave, 


Had ohne 
| ® Tarpoin, 


/ | 0 7D 
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0 * I D's Love-Flegics. 
Book L EL. E C. XV. 
L f the Immortahiy of the Muſes. 


do Inſerib'd t. 0 = 
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| By Hairy 8 Eſq; 
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HY well-known Malice, fretful Envy, ceaſe, 
Nor tax the Muſe and me 
Vith a weak Genius, and inglorious Eaſe; - 
hat —] ſhould then, whilſt Youth does Vigour 
cue the duſty Glories of the Field: LIield, 
ur Father's Praiſe! or bend my utmoſt Care 

0 the dull Noiſe of the litigious Bar 5\ 
0! theſe muſt die; — but the moſt noble Prize, 
Nr which alone can Man immortalize, | 
ult from the Muſes Harmony ariſe: \ | 
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„ plump Grape denies its wealthy Juice | 
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162 The THIRD PART of © 
Homer (hall live, whilſt Tenedos ſhall ſtand, * 
Or Ida s Top ſurvey the Neighb'ring Strand, 
Whilſt Simois Streams along the Vallies glidez 
And\n the Sea diſcharge their rapid Tide: - 
Heſi. * ſhall live, till Corn i is not in uſe, 


The World Callimachus My; ever prize, | 


For what his Fancy wants, his Art ſupplies: | 
The Tragedics of mighty Sophocles 
Shall in no Age their juſt Applauſes miſs: —— 


b 
So well Aratus of the Planets wrote, I; 
That Sun and Moon muſt fail when he's forgot 
When crafty Davus a hard Father cheats Wo 
To ſerve the Son, —when eaſie Cully treats I 
The jilting Whore and Bawd, the Figures ſhewſſſ*l 
The Comick from Menander's Model drew: lis 
Ennius, whoſe Muſe by Nature was deſign'd 0 
Compleat, had Art with bounteous Nature join ch 
And Tragick Accius, of Stile ſublime, Vitl 
And w&ghty Words,ſhall ſtand the ſhock of Tin 
W hilſt Jaſon's Golden Fleece ſhall have a NMH 
Who ſhall a Stranger be to Yarro's Fame? 

Lac 
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MISCELLANY POEMS." 16 
Iucretius Nature's Cauſes did rehearſe | 
n ſuch a lofty and commanding Verſe, 
5 (hall remain till that one fatal Day, 
Which muſt the World it ſelf in Ruins lay: 
Vngil, thy Works Divine ſhall Patterns 
For each ſucceeding Age's copying Ha 
hiſt Nome ſhall all its conquer'd Wordt 
mand; :: 
hilſt Cupid ſhall be arm'd with Bow and Dart, 

Ind flaming Shafts ſhall pierce the Lover's Heart; 
all we, O ſweet Tibullus, love each Line 

got That comes from that ſoft moving Pen of thine: — 

both Eaſt and Weſt reſound with Gallus Fame, 

allus and his Lycorts are their Theme: — 
Watues and Tombs with Age conſume and dic; 

[is Verſe alone has Immortality : 

0 Verſe muſt yield the greateſt Acts of Kings," 

ches and Empire are but empty things, 

Vithout the laſting Fame a Poet brings: 

t vulgar Spirits trivial Bleſſings chuſe; 

lay thy Caſtalian Spring inſpire my Muſe, 
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1 64. C, The TH IRD PAR T of 

O God of Wit! and Myrtles wreath my Hair, 

Then © the too fearful Lover may, repair 
Jo t I write, to free his Breaſt from Care: 
TI ling Worth Detraction ſtill attends, 
Which after Death a juſter Fame defends; 
So ! ſhall my laſt Fun ral Flame ſurvive, 
Aud! in 3 better Part for ever live. - 


0 2 D's Love lege 
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7⁵ bis M. Myles at the Eat Ran. 5 
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feat 


TOT in the ee d fits view | 
The running Horſes, but to gaze on you 
N ear you I chuſe an advantageous Place, 
And whilſt your Eyes are fix d upon the Race, 
Mine are on you - Thus do we feaſt gur Sight, 
Each alike pleas'd with Objects of Delight; 


+ _ 


MISCELLANY POEMS! 16, 
jn ſofter Whiſpers I my Paſſion. move, 8 
You of the Rider, talk, but I of Love. 

When, to pleaſe you, I ſtreight my Subject quit, 
And change my Wiſhes to your Favourite; 

Oh might I ride, and be ſo much your Care, 

Id ſtart with Courage from the Barrier, 

And with a ſwift ſhort Compaſs bruſh the Goal —— 
nleſs the Sight of you my Courſe reſtrains, 

od makes my Hands forgo the looſen d Reins; 

ls Pelops gaz d on Hippodamia's Face, ; 
ill he had almoſt loſt th important Race; 
et he his Miſtreſs by her Favour won; 


. N may our Prize aſſiſt us when we run, 


This kind auſpicious Place was fram'd for Love. 
fear you're crouded, Gentlemen, forbcar, 
ray let your Arms and Knees the Lady ſpare; 
rouſFladam, your Gown hangs down-—nay, pray let me 
h Heay'ns! what fine, what curious Legs 1 lee! 
ue, who Diana in a Foreſt drew, 


ut opy'd in this the gracefulbſt Part from you; 


c, 


M 3 | Such 


[ move; 2 
What mean theſe Starts? you muſt not, can't re- 


"2 te THIRD PART 23 


Such Atalant diſcovering as ſhe _ 0 
What rap trous Wiſhes ſeiz d Minalion. In 
I burn'd and rag d before hat then are theſe, Il. 


But Flames on Flames, and Waters to the Seas? Sh 
By theſe a Thouſand other Charms are gueſt, | De 
Which are fo advantageouſly ſuppreſs d. 1 

y 


Oh for ſome Air! this ſcorching Heat remove, 

Your Fan would do't— but tis the Heat of Love 
But now the Pomp appears, the Sacred Throng 

Command Applauſes from the Heart and Tongue 

Firſt Vict ry with expanded Wings does move, 

Be near (O Goddeſs!) to aſſiſt my Love; 

To Mars let Warriors Acclamations raiſe, p Ni 

The Merchants Tongues reſound with eptu 

Whilſt I, whom neither Seas nor Arms invite, 

In Loye alone, the Fruit of Peace, delight 1 

To their Apollo let the Prophets pray, | 

And Hunters to Diana Homage pay, 

Let the Mechanicks to Minerva vow, 

Ruſticks to Ceres and to Bacchus bow ; 

Whilſt I devote my ſelf to thee alone, 

Kind Venus, and the pow'rful God thy Son; 


MISCELLANT POEMS. 167 _ 


0 be propitious to my Enterprize, ; 
Inform with all thy Softneſs theſe fair Eyes, 
And to Loyc's Cauſe her gentle Breaſt incline; 
She grants, and has confirm d it with a Sign; 
Do you aſſure it too, you who're to me; 
(With Venus leave) the mightier Deity. 
By all theſe Heay'nly Witneſſes, to you 
Will I be ever faithful, ever true. 

Now in the open Cirque the Gamc's begun, 


/ 


The Prætor gives the Signal, now they run; 

I ſee which way your Wiſhes are inclin'd, 

To him a certain Conqueſt is deſign'd, 

or ev'n the Horſes ſeem to know your Mind. 
Inc takes too large a Compaſs to come in, 

And lets his Adverſary get between 

Necal him, Romans, for a ſccond Heat, 

And clear the. Courſe,. —— : 

Now ſee your Ground you better do maintain, 
his Lady's Favour and your Fame regain ; 

The Prize 1s his, — As yours ſucceſsful prove, 

o let my Wiſhes, which ace all for Love; 


BR. 
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Im yet to conquer, and your Heart s the prize; 
. Something ſhe promis d with her ſparkling Eyes, 


+ * 


And ſmil'd; Enough, did 1 tranſported crys 


The reſt I'll bevet to See e At 


\ 


"0 L 7 D's s LE 
Book III. ELEC. III. 
Of: his Perjurd MISTRESS 


Mr. 


By Henry G Eſa,” 


- MY — 
CE. 45 


AN there be Gods? — has ſhe notfalſly ſwore 
Yet is the Beauty that ſhe was before ! 


| The curious Treſſes of her dangling Hair, 


As long and graceful ſtill as e' er they were; 
That ſame inimitable White and Red, 


Which oer her Face was ſo diſtinctly ſpread, 


The Roſes and the Lillies keep their Place, 
And cy'ry Feature ftill as juſtly grace; 


MISCELLANY POEMS. 6% 
Inger ſparkling Eyes their Luſtre ſtillh retan, 7 
That Form, that perfect Shape does ſtill remain, 3 
| Pasifthe ne er had finn'd:;—And Heav'n('tis plain) I 
duff ring the fairer Sex to break their Vows, 
To the Superior Pow'r of Beauty bows. 
T'inforce my Credit to her Perjuriesy 
Sort wou'd ſhe ſwear by thoſe perſuaſive Eyes; 
As if that Charm had been too weak to move, \ 
Sh' as added mine; —tell me, ye Pow'rs above, 
Wi Why all this Pain? why are theſe guiltleſs Eyes, 
for her Offence th. attoning Sacrifice? 
Was t not enough Andromeda has dy'd, 
An Expiation for her Mother's Pride? 5 
lot not enough, that unconcern'd you ſee _ 8 


. ²˙— <——FT. 


vote Vain Witneſſes for Truth, for Faith, for me,) 


duch an Affront put on Divinity ? 
Vet no Revenge the daring Crime purſue, 
But the deceiv'd muſt be her Victim too. 
Either the Gods are empty Notions, crept 
„Into the Minds of Dreamers as they ſlept, 
Inn vain are fear d, are but the Tricks of Law, 
Iro keep the fooliſh cred lous World in awe; 
WW | Or, 
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2 The THIRD PART 5 
Or, if there be a God, he loves the F air, 


And all things at their ſole Diſpoſal are. 

For us are all the Inſtruments of War 
Deſign d, the Sword of Mars, and Pallas Spear, 
Gainſt us alone Apollo s Bows are bent, 
And at our Heads Fove' s brandiſh'd Thunder ſents 
Yet of the Ladies, oh! how fond are they ! 
Dare not the Injuries, they receive, repay) 
But thoſe, who ought to fear em, they obey. 
Jove to his Votaries is moſt ſevere, 

Temples nor Altars does his Light mg ſpare, - 
Obliging Semele in Flames expires, = 

But thoſe who merit can eſcape the Fires 3 


Is this the Juſtice, of your Pow'rs Divine? 
Who then will offer Incenſe at a Shrine > 


Why do we thus reproach the Deitics? 

Have they not Hearts * and ſurely they have bay, 
Nay, had I been a God, I had beliey'd 

The lovely Criminals, and been deceiv d; 

Had way'd the Judgments to their Perj'ries due, 
And ſworn my ſelf that all they {poke was true; 
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MISCELLANY POEMS: 
Since then the Gods ſuch ample Gifts beſtow, ' 
As make you abſolute o'er Men below; 
Pray let me find ſome Mercy in your Reign; 
Or ms at leaſt 87 Lover's 2 from Pain. 
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By Mr. PRI OR. 


Eavy, O Lord, on me thy Judgments he, 
And curs'd I am; for God negle&s my 5 Cry. 
O Lord, in Darkneſs and Deſpair I groan 
And ev'ry Place is Hell; for God is gone. 

0 Lord, ariſe, and let thy Beams control 
Thoſe horrid Clouds, that preſs my frighted Soul: 
O riſe, and fave me from Eternal Night, 

Thou chat art the God of Light. 


Down- 
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172 The THIRD PART of | 


- Downward | haſten to my deftin'd Place, 
There none obtain thy Aid, none ſing thy Praiſe. 


Soon I hall lyc i in Death's deep Ocean drown'd: 


| 3 Is Mercy there; is ſweet Forgiveneſs found? 


= 
© 
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O ſave me yet, whilſt On the Brink I ſtand 5 | 


. EKebuke the Storm, and ſet me ſafe to Land. 


O make my Longings and thy Mercy ſure, 
Thou that art the God of Power. 


- Behold the weary'd Prodigal is come 5 he 
To Thee, his Hope, his Harbour, and his Home 


No Father he could find, no Friend abroad, 
Depriv'd of Joy, and deſtitute of God. 


O let thy Terrors and his Anguiſh end! 


| Be thou his Father, and be thou his F riend: . 


Receive the Son thou didſt ſo long reprove, 


Thou that art the God of Love. 


THY 


A 


Dr 


* 
wok. 


N MISCELLANT POEMS. 175 


Git, of f Babylon 1 
Paraphras' a from the | 


xm. Chapter of ISAIA | 
A dude 0 DE 4 


e: - By THO. TALDEN 
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t he 
N OW let the fatal Banner be diſplay'd! 
Upon ſome lofty Mountain's Top 

Go ſer the dreadful Standard up! 
And all around the Hills the bloody Signals 2 
For lo, the num'rous Hoſts of Heay'n appear 
Th imbattl d Legions of the Sky, 
With all their dread Artillery, * 
Draw forth in bright Array, and muſter in the Air. 


HE 


174 - The THIRD PART rf 
Why do the Mountains tremble with the Noiſe! 
And Valleys eccho back their Voice: 
The Hills tumultuous grow and loud, 
TheHills that groan beneath thegath ring Multitude 
Wide as the Poles of Heav'n's Extent, 
So far 8 the dreadful Summons ſent: . 
Kingdoms, and Nations, at his Call appear, : 
Forev'nthe Lordef Hoſts commands i in Perſon there. 
74 ; 
Start from thy Lethargy, thou drowſie Land, 
Awake, and hear his dread Command! 
Thy black tempeſtuous Day comes low ring on, 
O fatal Light! O inauſpicious Hour! 
Was ever ſuch a Day before! e 
So ſtain d with Blood, by Marks of Vengeance 
Nature ſhall from her ſteady Courſe remove, 
The well fx d Earth be from its Baſis rent, | 
Convulſions ſhake the Firmament, 
Horror ſeize all below, Confuſion reign above. 7 
The Stars of Heay'n ſhall ſicken at the ſight, 
Nor ſhall the Planets yield their Light: 


N 


But 


1 
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But from the wretched Object fly, 
And like extinguiſh'd Tapers quit the darkey'd Sky? 
The riſing Sun, as he was conſcious too, | 
As he the fatal Bus'neſs knew, 
A deep, a bloody Red ſhall ſtain, 


1(e! 


Ind at his early Dawn ſhall ſer in Night again. 
3 | „bd eme ein Tv; 
ere. To the deſtroying Sword Pve ſaid, Go forth, 

Go fully execute my Wrath | 
5 Command my Hoſts, my willing Armies lead, 


For this Rebellious Land and all therein ſhall bleed. 
3 ME They ſhall not grieve me more, no more tranſgreſs, 
. I will conſume the ſtubborn Race: 
own. Yet Brutes and Satvages I juſtly ſpare, 

eanct _ Uſeleſs is all my Vengeance there, 

2 Ungrateful Man's the greater Monſter far. 

60 On guiltleſs Bea/?s I will the Land beſtow, 

To them th Inheritance ſhall go, | = 
©. Thoſe elder Brothers now ſhall Lord it here below. 
ty And if ſome poor Remains eſcape behind, = 
+ Some Relicts left of loſt Mankind: 


But ' | The 


— Re: er — 
ET * 


: I | n. THIRD. PA x T 7 
Tue aftoniſh'd Herds ſhall in their Cities Gs; 
I hen * behold a Mag Lo there's a W e 
The Medes I call to my Allſtanee here, 8 * 
A Peopletthar delight in War: 
| A gen rous Race of Men, a Nation free 
From vitious Eaſe, and Perſian Luxury. 
Siꝛeer is deſpicable in their Eyes, JI 
. Contemn'd the uſeleſs Metal lyes: 5 
| Their conqu'ring Iron they prefer before . 
|. The fineſt Gold, evn Qphir's rempting Ore. 
yy theſe the Land ſhall rw ag *. 
| Abroad their Bows ſhall overcome, WL 
= Their Swords and Flames deſtroy at Home" 
For F neither Sex nor Ageſhall be exempt from Blood 
The N obles, and the Princes of thy State, | Ey 
Shall on the Victor's Triumphs wait: || 
Alͤlͤnd thoſe that from the Barzel fled, Gl, 
= = be, with Chains e d, in e an 
bo Yeahs! Th 
| Pl viſit their Diſtreſs with plagues and Miſeries, | 
The Throws that Womens Labours wait, 
Co 


N 


me. 
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Convulſive Pangs, and bloody Sweat, 


Their Beauty ſhall conſume, and vital Spirits ſeize. 


The raviſh'd Virgins ſhall be born away, 
And their diſhonour'd Wives be led, 
To the inſulting Victor's Bed, 

o brutal Luſts expos'd, to F ury left a Prey. 
Nor ſhall the teeming Womb afford 

Its forming Births a Refuge from the Sword: 


The Infants ſhall expire with their firſt Breath, 
And only. live in Pangs of Death: 
Live, but with early Cries to curſe the Light, 
ind, at the Dawn of Life, ſet in Eternal Night. 


90d. VI. 


Even Babylon, adorn'd with ev'ry Grace, 

The Beauty of the Univerſe: | 
Glory of Nations! the Caldeans Pride, 
And Joy of all th'admiring World beſide, 
Thou Babylon! before whoſe Throne 
The Empires of the Earth fall down: 


Con | N The 


* 


The Sword, that ſhall their Pangs increaſe, 
And all the Throws of Travel curſe with Barrenneſs, 
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The proſtate Nations Homage pays 
Andi Vaſſal Princes of the World obey. 
Thou that with Empire art exalted now, 14 
Shalt in the Duſt be trampl'd low: 
: Abject and low upon the Earth be laid, 
And deep in Ruins hide thy ignominious Head. 
Thy ſtrong amazing Walls, whoſe impious Height 
* The Clouds conceal from human Sight; 
That proudly now their poliſh'd Turrets rear, 
Which bright as neighb'ring Stars appear, 
Diffuſing Glories round th* inlighten'd Air; 
In Flames ſhall downwards to their Center fly, 
And ip withintheEarth as their Foundations lie 
VII. 
Thy ben palaces (tho: now thy Pride ae!) 
Shall be 1n Heaps of Aſhes hid: 
In vaſt ſurprizing Heaps ſball lye, 
And even their Ruins bear the Pomp of Majcſty. 
No bold Inhabitant ſhall dare, | 
Thy rais'd Foundations to repair: 
No pitying Hand exalt thy abje& State; 
N o! to ſucceeding Times thou muſt remain, 


An horrid exemplary Scene, A 


9 0 
q * 
4 
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And lye from Age to Age, ruin'd and deſolate. 
Thy Fall's decreed, (amazing turn of Fate 95 
Low as Gomorrub's wretched State : 
Thou Babylon ſhalt be like Sodom curſt, 
Doſtroy d by Flames from Heav'n, and th more bur- 
0 VIII. wh. {ning Luſt, 5 

The Day's at Hand, when in in chy K. fruitful Soil, 

No Labourer ſhall reap, no Mower toil: 

His Tent the wand ring Arab ſhall not ſpread, 

: Nor make thy curſed Ground his Bed, 

- Þ The faint with Travel, the oppreſt with Thirſt, 

. He to his drooping Herds ſhall cry aloud, 4 

| Taſte not of that imbitter'd Flood, . 

9 aſte not Euphrates Streams, chey re Pois nous all 

$ and curſt. 

The Shepherd to his wand'ring Flocks ſhall 37 
When o'er thy Battlements they ſtray, 
When in thy Palaces they graze, 

h fly, unhappy Flocks! fly this infectious Place. 

Whilſt the ſad Traveller that paſſes on, 

2 ask, Lo where is | Babylon! l 


M 19; Ang 


4 * 
9 


I ̃ bere Violence ſhall thrive, Rapine and Fraud 
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And when he has thy ſmall Remainder found, 
Shall ſay, I'll fly from hence, tis ſure accurſed Grou 
e 
Then ſhall the Savages and Beaſts of Prey, 
From their deſerted Mountains haſte away z 
Every obſcene and vulgar Beaſ?, 

Shall be to Babylon a Gueſt: | 

Her Marble Roofs, and ey'ry Cedar Room, 
Shall Dens, and Caves of State, to Nobler Bru 
become. 1700 l 


Thy Courts of Juſtice, and Tribunals toc d 
(O Irony to call them fo!)  _ 
There, where the Tyrant and Oppreſſor bo F 
Sa The Spoils of Innocence and Blood before; 
There ſhall the Woolf and Savage Tyger m 50 
And griping Vulture ſhall appear in State, 
There Birds of Prey ſhall rule, and rav nous Bt Jul 
Thoſe uncorrupted ſhall remain, bo 
Thoſe ſhall alone their Genuine Uſe reta 


X. * 


Then ſhall the melancholy Satyrs groan, 
Oer their lamented Babylon; 


MISCELLANT POEMS. 181 
And Ghoſts that glide with Hits by, 
To view where their unbury'd Bodies lye; 
With doleful Cries fhall fill the Air, 
nd with Amazement ſtrike th'affrighted Traveller. 
There the Obſcener Birds of Night, 
Birds that in gloomy Shades delight, 
hall Solitude enjoy, live undiſturb d by Light. 
, All the ill Omens of the Air, 
Brull Shall ſcream their loud Preſages there. 
nut let them all their dire Predictions tell, 
10 Secure in Ills, and fortify'd with Woe, 
Heav n ſhall in yain its future Vengeance ſhow: 
TY For thou art happily inſenſible, 4 
Beneath the reach of Mis ries fell, [fear. 
hou need'(t no Deſolation dread, no * Curſes 


nd, 


3 


re; 
F me 


is J ut of FITS Lib: II Ode. m. 


be? 


| Aquam Memento 
ret: 1 „ 6 
raud 7 
[RIDE calm, my Delius, and ſerene, 
, However Fortune change the Scene 


N 3 In © 


Oan,; 
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In 55 moſt dejected State, nh 
* Sink not underneath the Weight, $5149. 
Nor yet, when happy Days begin, 
And the full Tide comes rolling in, 
Let a fierce unruly Joy 
The ſettled Quiet of thy Mind deſttoy; : 
„ Us However Fortune change the Scene, 
: Be calm, my Delius, and ſerene! 
II. 
Be ks Lot WF or be it iu, 
Life ebbs out at the ſame rate ll: 
Whether with buſie Cares oppreſt, 
You wear the ſullen Time away 
Or whether to ſweet Eaſe and Reſt, 
PP es You ſometimes give a Day; = 7 
| Careleſly laid, a 
f Underneath a friendly Shade 
By Pines, and Poplars, mixt Embraces made; 
Near a River's ſliding Stream, 4 
Fetter d in Sleep, bleſs'd with a a Golden Dream 
Hs | 
Here, here, in this mah no State, 
Let ev ry Bleſſing on thee wait, 


. 
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MISCELLANY POEMS ov. 
Bid the Syrian Nard:be brought, 
Bid the hidden Wine be ſought, / 
And let the Roſes ſhort-liv'd Flow r, 
The ſmiling Daughter of an L Jour, 
Flouriſh on thy Brow: 
Enjoy the very, very no 
While the good Hand of Life is in, 
While yet the fatal Siſters Spin. 
. Z 5 IV. | e 
A little hence, my Friend, and Thou 
Muſt into other Hands reſing 


hy Gardens and thy Parks, and all that now 
Bears the pleaſing Name of Thine 9 


Thy- Meadows, by whoſe planted Tides, K. 
Silver Tyber gently glides ! 
Thy pleaſant Houſes, all muſt go; 
The Gold that's hoarded in em too: 
de 4 jolly Heir ſhall ſet it free, | 
ind give th* impriſon'd Monarchs Liberty. 
| Nor matters it, what Figure here, 
Ion daſt among thy Fellow-Mortals bear; en 
e 5 How 


— 


ut . THIRD PART of 
How 00 wert born, or how begot ; 
Impartial Death matters it not: 
With wh. wx Titles thou doſt ſhine, | 
Or who Was Firſt of all thy Line: | are! 
Life's vain Amui ꝭ ments amidſt which we dwell; 
Nor ee nor un lerſtood, by the grim God of 
es (Hell! 
In the ſame Road (alas!) all travel on! 
By all alike, the ſame ſad Joutney muſt be gone! | 
Our blended Lots together lye, 
Mingled in one common Urn; 


Sooner or Later out they fly: 
The fatal Bot then wafts us to the Shore, 
Whence we never ſhall return, 


_ Never! — never more! 
/ EE how Damar's Age appears | | 


This Grove declares his fading Years: | 
For this he planted once, and cat h. 
The Maiden Fruits of what he ſet. 


ell ; 


1 of 
Lell! 


je! 
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Young it was then, like him; but now, * I 
Sapleſs, and old, is evry Bow. 5 $142: 
Thus, my Lesbia, will it be. 
In Time to come, with Thee, and Me. 
Come then, in Love, and youthful Play,, 
Let's paſs the ſmiling Hours away, 4 
Before this tender am'rous Mark 


Grow wide upon it's fading Bark; = 

And ſhow, like Damon's Grove, that we 3 
Are . and Gray, a8 ell a ; 4 

58 | þ N ö 5 ; 

Love but One. = 

EE theſe two little Brooks that ſlowly creep, + i 


In ſnaky Writhings through the Plains, 
knew them once one River ſwift and deep, 


Bleſſing and bleſt by Poets Strains. 
IT. 
a couch'd with 3 we nn ſome Goddid- 
Thoſe Floods out of his ſacred Jarr, (Pour 
pe Tranſ- 
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C 136, In THIRD PA RP | 
Transforming ev' ry Weed into a F low'r r, 


1 E Nan oy n Flow'r into a Star. 


Ew # ; s k 
b . 4 J " 
= - od | : 


4 But "i it broke it ſel; and double olides, 
Thc naked Barks no Dreſs have worn 
1 And yon dry barren Mountain now derides 
= Thely Valles, nn nnn ö 
q E. 1 IV. 

Such, 2 is thy Love; which, while it ran 
5 Confin'd within a ſingle Stream, 
Fi ird ev'ry tuneful Son of mighty Pan; 


1 And thou wert mine, and all Mens Theam. 

yy N | {4320 \ | V. C4 4 ; ( 
1 | 4 . . 1 5 | 0: 
But when imparted to one Lover more, | 

ö 3 It in two Streams did faintly creep; Cl 


The Shepherds common Muſe grew low and poor, h 


1 "ou as lean as theſe my Sheep. 0 
een V. . nd 
Alas! th at Honour, Chris thou haſt loſt, | a 


q Which we to thy full Flood did pay! 


| While now, that Swain, that ſwears he loyes the! 


y ; Sl kes but his Thirſt, and goes away! ns: 


* 9 „ "_ * 5 | 
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Tote AUTHORof | 4 | 

SARD ANAPALUS; 4 
„ 4 
Thar, and his other * 


O Teaching thy peculiar Buſineſs be, 
Learn this one Leſſon, Schoolmaſter, of me; 
Where 200d Senſe fails, the beſt Deſcription's vile * 
And a rough Verſe the nobleſt Thoughts will poll. 
Think it not Genius, to know how to ſean 4 
Nor great, to ſhow, a Monſter for a Man. | 
ound not the Ear with ill- turn d Proſe in Ribiee, k 
Nor miſtake furious Fuſtian for Sublime: 
believe this Truth, and thy vain den quits 
hat is not Reaſon, never can be Wit. 
rom the Boy's Hand, take Horace into "_ 
nd thy rude Satires by his Rules refine. 
ce thy groſs Faults in Boy/eaz's faithful Glaſs,' 
ind get the Senſe, to know thy ſelf an Aſs, 


Or; 
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Unlock the Shrine, and to the Sight unfold 
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_ Occaſion 'd by 


| The Sight of her PICTURE 
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By Mr. Glorge Sen, 
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H E Painter with immortal Skill may trace 


A Beauteous Form, or ſhew a Heav'nly Face; 
The Poet's Art, leſt ſtraiten d and confin'd, 
Can draw the Virtues, and deſcribe the Mind, 


./ 


The ſecret Gems, and all the inſide Gold. 
This dazling Beauty is a lovely Caſe 


Of ſhining Virtues, ſpotleſs as her Face; 
With Graces that attract, but not enſnare, 


Divinely Good, as ſhe's divinely Fair. 
Two only Patterns do the Muſes name, 
Of perfect Beauty, but of guilty Fame; 


4 
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The THIRD PART of 185 
A Venus and a Helen have been ſeen, ; 4 
Both perjur'd Wives, the Goddeſs andthe Queen 
In this the Third, are reconcil'd at laſt —o 
Thoſe jarring Attributes of Fair and Chaſt; 
This matchleſs Chatmer is a Beam of Light, 
Without a Cloud or Spot, for ever bright, 
With Beauty, nor affected, vain, nor proud, 2 
With Greatneſs, eaſie, affable, and good. 
The Soul, and Source of all thattwe hives F 
Of ey'ry Joy, but hope to our Deſire: 4 
Like the chaſte Moon, ſhe ſhines to all Mankind 
But to Endymion i is her Love confin'd; 

What cruel Deſtiny on Beauty waits, 

When on one Face depend ſo many Fates 3. 
Oblig'd by Honour to relieve but One, 

By Thouſands we deſpair, and are undone. 
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E | An Imitation © x0 
1 we the Second Chorus, in the Second 48 
N e. SENECA's Thyeſtes. 
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'T mee the Gods, den to our e 
280 Compoſe our Tumults, and conclude our Wars 6 

The Sons of Juachus repent the Guilt 

"Of Crowns uſurp d, and Blood of Parents ſpilt; 

| For i impious Greatneſs, Vengeance is in ſtore, 

| More is the Date of all ill: gotten Pow'r. 

Give Ear, ambitious Princes, and be wiſe, 


2 


we 
l b 
- O34.” i 


Liſten, and learn wherein true Greatneſs Ilyesz 
Place not your Pride in Roofs that ſhine with Gems, 
nn purple Robes, nor ſparkling Diadems, 
Y Nor in Dominion, nor Extent of Land; 
Ness only Great who can himſelf command. 
} Whoſe Guard is peaceful Innocence, whoſe Guid: 
Is faithful Reaſon, who is void of Pride, 
Checking Ambition, nor is idly vain 
Of the falſe Incenſe of a Popitler Train. 
"Who without Strife or Envy can behold 


i . ; F | 
3 *His Neighbour's Plenty, and his Heaps of Gold, 
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Nor covets other Wealth but what we find 8 | 
os In the Poſſeſſions of a Virtuous Mint. 
Fearleſs he ſees, who is with Virtue crown'd, | 

Arne Tempeſt rage, and hears the Thunder bh 
Moſt truly Noble, who contemning Fate, 
vs midft of Spears and Jay'lins keeps His State, 2 | 
| Compos'd and firm he ſtands, nor ſhrinks whe * Ny. ö 
The piercing Arrow, or the pointed Steel; * 44 
Diſdaining Chance, regardleſs he looks 0ng & 4 
Ever the ſame, whether ſhe Smile or Frown: 5 . 9 
Screnely as he liy'd, reſigns his Breath, -, 9 5 1 
Meets Deſtiny half way, nor grieves at Deatn. 

Ye Sov'raign Lords, who fit like Gods in, State, 
Awing the World, and buſtling to be Great 
Boaſt not of Pow'r, nor of Imperial Sway, 
Vaſſals your ſelves, who ey'ty Luſt obey; 
The Reins of Empire ill befit thoſe Hands, | 
Where Paſſion governs, and where Rage commands. © 
What is this Fame, for which our Kings are Slaves? 
he Breath of Fools, and Blaſt of flatt ring Knaves. 
| peaceful Conſcience, and a gen'rous Breaſt, 
vt all the Gifts of Fortune are the beſt. 


Guide 


5010, What 
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What necd of ** and Inſtruments of War, 
Or batt' ring Engines which deſtroy from far? 
who Lord of his own Aopetites can be, 
The greateſt King and Conqueror is He; 
Bleſs d with a Pow r which nothing can deſtroy, 
And each is his own Maſter to enjoy. 


# 


. Whom worldly Luxury and Pomps allure, 


# They tread on Ice, and find no Footing ſure; 

4 acc me, ye Gods, in ſome obſcure Retreat, 

9 * keep me Innocent, make others Great: 

quiet Shades, content with Rural Sports, 

Wire me a Life, remote from guilty Courts, N 
T 
0 


Where free from Hopes or Fears, in humble Eaſe 
Unheard of I may live, and die in Peace. 
Happy the Man, who thus retir d from Sight, 

Studies himſelf, and ſeeks no other Light ! 

But moſt unhappy he, who ſits on high, 
Expos'd to ev'ry Tongue, and ey'ry Eye, 
Whoſe Follies blaz d about, to all are known, 
And are a Secret to himſelf alone: 

Worſe is an Evil Fame, much worſe, than none. 
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Amer | omnibus. Aen. 1 
| "OR THE, P 


„ reset Loveii in all Creatures; 4 
of IE N „„ 


1 of ſe ſome Vaſes in Viteil's 8 third 'S> 
Cg pick from Yaſs, 209 t0 Perſe” 2 85." "2 

"8 2 4 
FHether the ndbict Horſes Breed) you ie 5 4 


Or duller Herds your fertile Paſtures grazty 4 
Ws will more a vigrous Strength produce, 
Than to forbid them the licentious Uſse 

Of Love 8 enfeebling Rites: Be therefore ſures | 

Your Bulls are Faſtur'd by themſelves ſecures. 

et ſome broad Rivet, or a riſing Hill 5 

de een or let them take their Fill 

n cloſer Stalls: For wanton Love's Deſiile 
Ms ndled at the Eyes; whoſe waſteful Fire 

JVonſumes them by degrees, and makes them Night 
Their Food, while they behold the pleaſing Sight. 
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Beſides the fierce Encounters that enſue, | 

When Rival Bulls th alluring Obje& view: 

Who, both inſpir'd with Jealouſie and Rage, | 
For the fair Female bloody Battels wage: 

Till with black Blood their Sides are cover d o et, 
i And their curl'd Foreheads meet with hideous Roar 
Which neighb'ring Groves, and diſtant Caves re 
| And great Olympus eccho's back the Sound, Haun 

Whilſt the glad Victor does the Spot maintain, 

5 And of his warlike Hazards reaps the Gain. 
The conquer'd Foe forſakes the hoſtile Place, 5 
| With deep Reſentments of his paſt Diſgrace: 
# The ignominious Wounds the Conqu'ror gave, 
In his griev'd Mind no flight Impreſſion leave: 
Departing, he his abſent Love dots moan, ( 
Looks back with longing Eyes, and many a Groan, . 
On thoſe his Ancient "ORs where W 4 


alone. + 


Then with redoubl'd Care his Strength ſupplies 
Rough on the flinty Ground all Night he lyes, 
AndShruss and ene for his Food ſuffice; 
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Then runs his Horns into ſome ſolid Oak, 
Whoſe reeling Trunk does ſcarce ſuſtain the Stroke: 


With yain Aſſaults provokes the yielding Air, 
And makes his Flouriſhes before the War. I 


0 er, Then with his Force and Strength prepar'd, does go 


Loa Wich headlong Rage againſt th' unwary Foe: 

s ref Like a white Wave, that is deſcry'd from far, 

uy Rolling its Vaſtneſs tow rds the frighted Shoarg 
„ I Till with loud Noiſe, againſt the pointed Beaks 
Ind ſolid Rocks, the moving Mountain breaks; 

| Whilſt the chaft Billows from the Bottom throw 

The riſing Sands, that on the Surface flow. 

All Creatures thus the Force of Love do find; 

For, whether they be thoſe of Human Kind, 

Or Savage Beaffs, or Neprune's ſpawning Fry, 

Or wanton Herds, or painted Birds that fly, 0 

They all the like tranſporting Fury try. 

Tis with this Rage the Lyoneſs is ſtung, 
when o'er the Foreſt (mindleſs of her Young) 
be ſternly ſtalks: Tis then the ſhapcleſs Bear 

Wich fierce Deſire does to the Woods repair, 


O 2 | And 
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The Sabine Boar does then prepare to wound, 


Tho in his Face the obvious Billows riſe, 


F 
f 
\ * 


And wide Deſſruction makes: Tis then we ſee 
The Savage Boar's and Ty ger's Cruelty,” | 
Let then the Sun-burnt Traveller forbear | 
In Lybia's ſandy Deſarts to appear. 
See how the Winds the trembling Stallions fray, 
When firſt to their ſagacious Noſtrils they 
The diſtant Females well· ænown Scent convey! 
Then no reſtraining Curbs, nor cruel Blows, © I 
Nor hollow Caves, nor obvious Rocks oppoſe 0 
Their Paſſage, nor the Sea's objected Force, 
That bears the Mountains down its violent Cour 


| 
| 
( 


b1 


And wh:ts his foamy Tusks, and paws the Groun 
His Sides againſt the rugged Tree does tear, 
And hardens both his Shoulders for the War. 

What does the * Youth whoſe enraged Vei 
The heat of Love's diſtemper'd Fever reigns? 
Through ſtormy Seas he his bold Fortune tries, 


And daſh him back to Shoar; whilſt from the Thi 
Of Heay'n its loud Artill'ry rattles down 


* Leander. 
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Jon his devoted Head: Nor can che Sound 
Of Waters, which againſt the Rocks rebound, 
zecal his deſpꝰ rate Courſe, nor all the Tears 
Oecaſion d by his careful Parents R 
Nor his lov'd N ymph, who ſoon the ſelf. ſame For- 
tune ſhares, | 
Twere long to tell the ſpotted Linx's Wars, 
By Love excited: Or the furious Jars 
ſe of prowling Wolves, or Maſtives head-ſtrong Rage: 
Ey'n tim'rous Stags will for their Hinds engage. 
our} But moſt of all in Mares the am'rous Fire 
d, Wppears; whom Venus did her ſelf inſpire. 
oun hat time that Potnian Glaucus (to improve 
beir Speed )with-held them from theRites of Love; 
r. Mitch Rage incens d they ſtruck cheir Maſter dead, 
d Veihnd on his mangl'd Limbs by Piece-r.cal fed. 
3? Per craggy Mountains Love their Way does guide, 
tries nd ſpurs them through the Depths of Rivers wide: 
hen Spring's ſofc Fire their melting Marrow burns 
Thi For tis in Spring the luſty Warmth returns) 
hey to the Tops of ſtcepeſt Hills repair, 
Ind with wide Noſtrils ſnuff the Weftern Air, 
W O 3 Where- 
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2 Were conceiving, ( wonderful to tell) 
Without the Stallions Help their Bellies ſwell: 
Whoſe frantick Fury makes them ſcour amain 
Oer ſolid Rocks, and chrough the liquid Plain, 
Nor Hills, nor ſtraight ning N their 00 
Courſe reſtrain: 
Nor do they tow'rds the Sun's 1 ſteer 
Their head- ſtrong way, nor tow' rds the frozen B 
Nor towards the Place where tepid Auſter pours 
Upon the pregnant Earth his plenteous Show r 
1 »Till from their luſtful Groins at laſt does fall | 
Their Off: Spring, which the Shepherds rightly 
j i * Hippamanes: A ſlimy, pois nous Juice, 
| Which mutt ring Step-Damesin Inchantments uſe 
And in the mpſaiti Cup their pow rful Herbs infuſe 
But Time is loſt, Which never will renew, 
Whilſt raviſh' A we the mei Theam purſue 
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a PPISTOLARY- ODE. 
. Occaſion'd by his late Play. 
= Froth Mr. YALDE N 


To ſtand expos d to publick Love and Hate, 
In every Breaſt they diff rent Paſſions raiſe, 
At once provoke our Envy, and our Praiſe.” 


uſe, 

faſe For when, like you, ſome noble Youth appears, 
For Wit and Humour fam'd above his Years: 

ſue Each emulous Maſe, that yiews the Laurcl won, 


Muſt praiſe che Worth ſo much tranſcends their 
own, | i 
ind, while his Fame they envyz add to his Renown. 


Nor at his firſt Attempt boaſt ſuch Succeſs: 
1 12 +38 0. Where 


Am. d Wits and Beauties ſhare this common Fate, 


But ſure, like you, no Vouth cou d pleaſe, 
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where all Mankind have fail d, you | Glories won: 
Triumphant are in this alone, | 
In lay have all the Bards of 95 our-done. 
An 
Then may'ſ PRA Stage in Triumph long, 
May'ſt thou its injur d Fame revive, 
And matchleſs Proofs. of Wit, and Humour, give, 
Reforming with thy ES and ee with 
thy Song. * te 2688 
And tho' a Curſe il. ted Wit purſues, | 
And waits the Fatal Dowtry of a Muſe: 


h Yet may chy riſing Fortunes be 
i gecure from all the Blaſts of Poetry, 
1 As thy own Laurels flouriſhing appear, From 
| Unſully'd till with Cares, nor clogg'd with Hope and 


0 As from its Wants, be from its Vices free, 
1 From nauſeous ſervile Flattery; 
Nor to a Patron proſtitute thy Mind, 


Tho! like gibellat Great, as fam d W e Kind 


I. | 
Tho great en believe me, gen rous Youth 
Believe this oft-experienc'd Truth, © f. 


Fron 
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Irrom him that ge my Virtues, and admires cheir 
Worth. 3 

Tho? thou'rt Sac what i Poets fear, 
Truſt not th' ungrateful World too far; 

ng. Truſt not the Smiles of the inconſtant Town: 

Truſt not the Plaudits of a Theater, 

ive (W hich D— ſhall, with thee and Dryden ſhare) 

vith Nor to a Stage's Int'reſt ſacrifice thy own. 

Thy Genius, that's for nobler things deſign d, 

May at looſe Hours oblige Mankind: 
Then great as is thy Fame, thy Fortunes edits, © 
Join thriving Int reſt to thy barren Bays, 


nd teach the World toenyy, as thou do ſt to praiſe. 


pes | N The World, that does like common Whores em- 
c and Injurious ſtill to thoſe it does careſs: [ brace, 
[njurious as the tainted Breath of Fame, 
That blaſts a Poet's Fortunes, while it ſounds his 
, s | IV. | [ Name. 
Kind When firſt a Muſe inflames one youthful Breaſt, 
Like an unpractis d Virgin, ſtill he's kind: 
out Adorn'd with Graces then, and Beauties bleſt, 


Fron 
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he charms the Ear with Fame, with Raptures fills the 
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Then from all Cares the happy Youth i is free, 
But thoſe of Love and Poetry: 
Cares, ſtill allay'd with pleaſing Chara r PM 
That Crown the Head with Bays, with Beauty fill the 
But all a Woman's Frailties ſoon ſhe ſhows, 5 
Too ſoon a ſtale Domeſtick Creature grows: N 
Then wedded to a Muſe that's nauſeous grown, 
We loath what we enjoy, druge when thePleaſure's 
For tempted with imaginary Bays, WELL 7 
Fed with immortal Hopes, and t Praiſe: 
He Fame purſues, that fair, that treach rous Bait 
Grows wiſe when he's undone, repents when tis toc 
| a; \ +I 
Small are the Trophies of his boaſted Bays, 
The Great Man's Promiſe for his flatt ring Fol, 
Fame in Reverſion, and the publick Smile, 
| All vainer than his Hopes, uncertain as his Praiſe 
I vas thus in mournful Numbers heretofore, 
OS N eglected Spencer did his Fate deplore: 
Long did his injur'd Muſe complain, ] 
Admir d in midſt of Wants, and Charming ſtill in vai] 


ly 
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Long did the gen Tous Cowley mourn, 
And long oblig'd the Age without Return: 
Deny'd what ey'ry_Wretch obtains of Fate, 
An humble Roof, and an obſcure Retreat, 
ondemn'd to needy Fame, and to be miſerably great. 
uus did the World thy great Fore-fathers uſe, 
n, Thus all th' inſpir' d Bards before, | 
Did their Hereditary Ills-d&plore: 
From tuneful Chaucer s, down to thy own 1 4 8 
Bait Vet, pleas'd with gaudy Ruin, Vouth will o on, 
s tool As proud by publick Fame to be undone: 
Aare Pleas'd, tho he does the worſt of Labours chuſe, 
No ſerve a barb'rous Age, and an ungrateful Muſe. 
Foil, Since Dryden's ſelf, to Wit's great Empire born, 
| Whole Genius and exalted Name, 
raiſe. Triumph with all the Spoils of Wit and Fame; 
Ire; Muſt midſt the loud rn his barren Laurels 
mourn, [ mires, 
Ev'n that fam'd Man whom all the World ad- 
in vai Whom ey ry Grace adorns, and Muſe inſpires: 
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Like the great injur'd 74% ſhows, N 
Iriumphant in the midſt of Wocs;, 
In all his Wants Majeſtick till appears, | 
Charming the Age to which he, owes his Cares, 


Andcheriſhing that Muſe whoſe fatal Curſe he bears, 
| A Ergo Mag, Col. Onan. 1 
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His Miſtreſs Drown Js 
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goth thy ſelf fly, and thy ſelf * 
Forbear a while to flow, | . 0 
And liſten to my Woe. | 
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Then go, and tell the Sea that all its Brine 
Is freſh, compar'd to mine; 

Inform it that the gentler Dame 
Who was the Life of all my Flame, | 
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In the Glory of her Bud 995 
Has paſs d the fatal Flood. 
death by this only Stroke triumphs above 


es, The greateſt Power of Love: 
cars. Alas, alas! I muſt give oer, : 
My Sighs will let me add jg more: - 


TR 


Go'on, ſweet Stream, henceforth reſt 


No more than docs my croubPd Breaſt; 
And if my! ſad Complaints have made thee aß, 
Theſe Tears, theſe Tears mall mend wor Way. 


"IR r 
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*. TO THE 
* EARL of CARLISLE, | 
UPON THE 
DEATH of his SON | 
BEFORE 
L UXEMBUR G. 
E's gone! and was Athen by your Decree, 5 
Ye envious Pow rs, that we ſhould only ſeet⸗ \ A 
This Copy of your own Divinity? 2 
In by 


Was it too Godlike, h 
At once his Father's, and his Uncle's Spirit? 
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Or thought ye it ſurpaſſing Human State, 


To have a Bleſſing laſting as 'rwas great? 

Your cruel Skill you better ne'er had ſhown, 
Since you ſo ſoon deſign d bim all your own. 
Such tort'ring Favours to the Damn'd are giv'n, 
When, to encreaſe th Hell, you ſhow em Heavif 
| ſhou*d long inherit | 


Yet as much Beauty, and as calm a Breaſt 

As the mild Dame, whoſe reeming Womb he blel$ 
H'had all the Fayours Providence cou'd give, ) 
Except i its own PVErOgativg to live: _ | 


Reſery'd i in Pleaſures, and i in Dangers bold, 4 
Youthful in Action, and in Prudence old: 1 


His humble Greatneſs, and ſubmiſſive State, Ir 
Made his Life full of Wonder, as his Fate. Pf 


One, who to all the Heights of Learning bred, Þo 


Read Books, and Men, and practis'd what he reſo 


Round the wide Globe ſcarce did the buſie Sun 
With greater Haſte, and greater Luftre run. 
True Gallantry and Grandure he deſcry'd, 


From the French Fopperies, and German Pride. 


9 


And like th induſtrious Bec, v here · cer he flew, 
Gather the Sweets which on ſweet Bloſſoms grew. 
bes confuſed Speeches on his Tongue, | 
With a ſweet Harmony and'Concord hung. 

'n, {lore Countries than for Homer did conteſt, 
eav mo ſtrive WhO moſt were by his Preſence bleſt. 
Nor did his Wiſdom damp his Martial Fi ire, 
iner va both her Portions did inſpire,” »- + 
Uſe of the 0 arlike Bow, and Peaceful Lyre. 
ebe Cæſar doubly triumph'd x hen he wrote, 


> 


ce, Pho wing li like Wit, as Valour when he fought. 

If God (as Plato taught) Example takes 

tom his own Works, and Souls by Patterns makes, 
- uch of himſelf in him he did unfold, | 
e, Nad caft him in his darling Sidney s Mold, 


f too refin'd a Subſtance to be old. 
bored, Noth did alike diſdain an Hero's Rage, 
he reſoud come like an Inheritance by Age. 
e SunſſÞmvitiouſly. did both conſpire to twiſt 
n. dye wich the Ivy, which their Temples lit 
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Obtain d the Conqueſt, in their Overthrow; 


* 5 * * 8 * # ; 
\ : n : G5 * | 3 
0 "42 „ | 


3 to wait the ſlow Advance of Time, 
Both fell like early Bloſſoms i in their Prime, 5 
By blind Events, and Providence s Crime. 
Yet both, like Carus, oer their yielding Foc | 


And longer Life do purchaſe by their Death, 
In Fame compleating what they want in Breath. 
Oh! had kind Fate ſtretch d the ne Span, 
To the full Glories of 7 perfect Man; 

And as he grew, coud ey ry rolling . 1 

A new Addition to our Wonder bear, 
H' had paid to his illuſtrious Line that Stock 
Of Ancient Honour, which from thence 170 © took 
But oh! F E 
So baſty Fruits, and too anbiricus Flow 8, + 
Scorning the Midwifery of rip'ning Show” rs, 


In ſpight of Froſts, ſpring from th rn Earti 
But find a Nip untimgly as their Birth. 
Abortive Iſſues ſo delude the Womb, 
And ſcarce have Being, &er they want a Tomb. 
Forgive (my Lord) the Muſe, that doesaſpirt 
With a new Breath to fan your raging Fire; 
"7 Wh 
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Whoſe each officious and unskilful Sound | 
Can with freſh. Torture but enlarge the Wound. 
Cou'd I, with David, curſe the guiley Plain, 
Where one more loy'd than Fonarhan was flain z 
Or cou'd 4 F lights high as his Merits raiſe, 
Clear as his- Vircuc, deathleſs as his Praild, 
h. None who (tho Laurels crown d their aged Head) 
pan, Admir d him living, and ador d him dead, 
Vith more Devotion ſhou duinrol his Name 
In the long cbnſecrated Liſt of Fame. 
But ſince my artleſs and unhallow'd Strain © 
Vill the high Worth, it ſhould mated; 
ook ince I deſpair my humble Verſe ſhou'd prove 
reat as your Loſs, or tender as your Love, 
y Heart with Sighings, and with Tears mineEye, 
| hall the Defect of written Grief ſupply. 
Eartl Si; 1 
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lareGres neſs; is to Nature's es Worbs th 4 
| In Wort l and Beauty it is well Rn" 1 
In a ſmall Space il ie more Perfection: W 
And what is exqui ſite, in Liccle's done. 
Thus Beams conti acted in a narrow Ga 
To Flames converit their larger uſeleſs = 

Tis Nature's ſm alleſt Products pleaſe the Eye, 


Whilſt greater Births pas unreguarded by: 18. 

Her Monſters ſeem a Violence to Sight; , U 

They're form d for Terror, Inſects to delight. 

BG Thus when ſhe nicely frames a Piece of A . I. 

Fine are her Stroaks, and ſmall in ev ry P rt ö 0 
4 * Ne 
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No Labour can ſhe boaſt more wonderful, 
Than to inform an Atom with a Soul :Ü A 
To animate her little beaur'ous Fly, 
And cloath it in her gaudy'ſt Drapery, 

Thus dges the little Epigram delight, 
And charm us with its Minature of Wir: 
Whilſt tedious Authors giye the Reader pain, 
Weary his Thoughts, and make him toil in vain; 
When in leſs Volumes we more Pleaſure find, 
And what diverts, ſtill beſt informs the Mind. 

'Tis the ſmall Inſect loolts oorrect and fair, 
And ſeems the Product of her niceſt Care. | 
When weary d out with the ſtupendbus Weight 
Of forming Prodigies, and Brutes of State: 
Then ſhe the Inſect frames, her Maſter- piece, 
Made for Diverſion, and deſign d to pleaſe. 

Thus Archimedes, in his Cryftal Sphere, = 
Scem'd to correct the World's Artificer: \D day, | ; 
Whilſt the large Globe moves round with long 
His beaur'ous Orbs in nimbler Circles play; 1 
This ſeem'd the Nobler Labour of the Two, " WK 
Great * the Sphere above, but fine below. 

P 2 Thus 
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Thus ſmalleſt Things have a peculiar Grece, 
The Great w admire,” but tis the Little pleaſe; 
Then ſince the Leaſt fo beautifully ſhow, 
B'advis'd in Time, my Mule, and learn to know\ 
A Poet's nn be 1 65 and few®- 
— "4 ita afar — . . 

| Written in a l pe 
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IS true—in theſe vel allrad Lines, 
The Author's Noble Genius * 
A happy Wit, a Thought well weigh d, 
And in a charming Dreſs e d, | 
Adorn each curiqs Page — tis true: 
But what's all this, fair Nad, to a A 
Have lovely Faces need of Paint? 
Are Manuals uſeful to a Saint? A e. 1 
Let careleſs N ymphs be ply d with Rules, 


* 12 


Let Wit be thrown among the Fools: 1 
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In both of theſe you boaſt a Store, | 
| Compar'd with which, our Author's Poor. | 
Alas! as he directs his Pen 
To Maids, ſhou'd you adviſe-the Men ; 
Shou'd you your caſie Minutes vex, 
Jo make Repriſals on the Scx, 
we great Pretenders then ſnou'd find 
Our ſelves, our darling ſelves, out- ſhin'd, 
Not more 1 Body than in Mind: 
She-Wit and Senſe wou'd mount the Throne, 


X“ And our «4 wn Salic-Law Wee 
* $. q : 4 
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oth Writren i in a 


f LADYs: „ WAL LEM 


HE lovely Onilier of this Book 
Does here on her own Image look: 
Each happy Page, cach finiſh'd Line 
Does with her matchleſs Graces ſhine; 
And is, with common Verſe compar'd, 
What (he is among Beauty's Herd. 
. | The 
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The Poet boaſts a lofty Thought, 
In ſofteſt Numbers ſmoothly. wrought; 
Has all that pleaſes the Severe, 
And all that charms a liſt' ning Ear. 
And ſuch the Nymph is — bleſt with all. Ml, 
That we can Sweet, or Noble call: * 
For never ſure was any Mind, | th 

Of all chat from Heav'n's Treas ry came, 
Of better Make, and more Reſind, hi 

Or lodg'd within a fairer Frame. Ki, a 

Such Angels ſcem, when pleas'd to Wear. 
Some lovely Dreſs of colour d Air! . 
Oh! had ſhe liv'd, before the old 
Bard had ſo many Winters told: n 
Tben, when his youthful Veins ran eb, 
Enflam'd with Love, and bog: ; 1 


— 


He only to this ſhining Maid 


The Tribute of his Verſe had paid: 


No meaner Face, no leſſer Name 
Had fix d his Eyes, or fed his Flame; 
Her Beauties had employ 'd his Tongue, 
And Sachariſa dy d ane, 


4110 FA $7 1 


MEM, SY - Ta 


"MISCELLANY POEMS. 215. | 


* 
— 


| RY ixWeicteniin 8 Lic 
LAVIA the leaſt and {lighteſt Toy 


Fa Can, with reſiſtleſs Art, employ. 

This Fan, in meaner Hands, wou'd prove 

An Engine, of ſmall Force, in Love. 

Yet ſhe, with graceful Air and M car *, 

(Not to be told! or ſafely feen!) 

Directs its wanton Motions ſo, 

That it wounds more than Cupid's Bow: 

Gives Coolneſs to the matchleſs Dames EL: 
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To ev yo other Breaff a Flame. 
* | 
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Written by 


. 


Him when the Marriage was a foot between 
this Ng of wa and Anne of Auſtria. 


| Tranſlated by 4 Perſon of ark, great Ad 
mirer 9 the Ene of the French Poetry 


NErte Aune felt, 4 1 I Hts apneo Fai gi 


| 1 ebe, ; : | th. 


„„ 
| | Why don't ſhe appear? Ki 
1 


Pourquoy ne vient E 1 
Vraynent, Elke a tort! | dee ſhe's to blame! I 


Son 


9 ; 
* * 
4 : 
* 


Son Louis ſolpire ] ¶ Lewis ſighs for the ſake 
Apres ſet Appas : * [| 


QS% a lay: * | 
Que 1 veur elle "oO ; Wet Excu fe can ſhe 
II make, 253 
1 . ell ne vient pas? 1 For not coming away? : 


) *Y n 1 * 
5 K il ne la pole, 1 If he docs it poſſeſs, 
len va Mourir; 4 He dies with Deſpair; 
Donnons y Remede, | 
' os 


4. || dons ts guerir. J And go findonf the Fair 
3 A - v : 14 > 489 ; 0 


Ad. X „„ 0 e 8 by 
LETT! 0 AY Mac: ot; 

5 $ dee 
7% The Lb: yr * to tum this derwith/all ime: 
Fair, ginable Rxactneſs 


Malberb, 2. 


i the 1 
f bY tion of theſe T 2 ls 3 Jay ich he 
A chinks is r if we conſider that dhe French Poet 


there talks too familiarty of the King's Paſſion, as if the 

pear! King himſelf had dwned-it to him. The Tranſlator thinks 
I more mannerly and reſpectful in albert to pretend to 
ame ue the Account of it _ by M 


4 
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So ON 
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* her Charms, as wag 


12 s give him Redreſs, 


Mer v4 N has made 555 


| 
[ 
. 
2 
s 
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ane 


| Dutcheſs 6f Portſr mouth's Pidue 


AD the but liv'dir in Cleopatra'sAge, ir SY 
L When Beauty did the Earth's | great Lords en- 
Britain, not bt , had been Glorious made; * 
Auguſtus then, like like Julius, had obey'd: | 

A nobler Theam had been the Poet's Boaſt, 


1 That 5 the World for Lore had vell been loſt. \ 
PPP 


A s 0 N G. 


CEE nnd e 
— "EF? © * 5 
fl — 

3 


* 


MA f 0 % = ; * "a * * 
1 By n of R OCHE ST 2 R. 

0 ; 8 WES, 
Us — 8 NEE 

4 4 8 ; os. 4%. wb IF 

wm T Nulting . you miſpengs/. \ oe! D * 
90 % -+ $4 . 82 . a * 
y 4 Thoſe F rawng pon Jour Slave, 1850 


Your Scorn againſt ſuch Rebels dend, 2 
Who dare with Confidence pretend, l 


That other Eyes their Hearts defend. Ln 
From all the Charms you have. 
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Your conqu ring Eyes ſo partial ace, 
G Mankind 1 is ſo dull, 4 * a; 
That while 1 languiſh in Deſpair, © © 
Many proud ſenſeleſs Hearts declate, rn ow 
They find you noo Filling FA. 4 
To wiſh you Merciful. | 


$3.0 
F i 
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They an Inglorious Freedom boaſts | 
triumph in my Chain; n 

Nor am Tunreveng'd, though loſt; 

Nor you unpuniſh'd, though unjuſt, 

When I alone, who love you molt, 


Am cura with your Diſdain. 
8 O N 8 
2 FOR, 7 * 


K TNG. = Dp. 


HINE forth brighs Sun, and ds the Dar, 


With a more than common Roy: 
The Day that gaye us more, 
han all the rolling Years that thou . 


1 8 
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Haſt numbead.qut," could cer beſtow, . 
4 im b before. Nee 


3 N.. 2 3 


From Greennels/of Vids, to Ripeneſs of Age 
With what Dangers, what Troubles did Cz/ar en- 
In the Field, on the F a Lgage, 
Through the Waves, and through Blood, 
The Race of bright Hour he ran! 
How Great in Diſtreſs, | 
How Calm in Succeſs! | 
In both, how much more than Man! 
CHO. 
Where- o er his Birth had been by Fortune plac'd, 
Such Virtue Heay'n mult needs define crowr'd at laſt, IA. 


"A 


Heay'n has bern zl and Right has — d, 
Tho! by Hells Malice and Forces aſſail'd ; 
Rebellion and F action are ſunk whence they rol I 
AndCzſar the Wounds of his Nation does cloſe, 
Rewarding his Friends, and forgiving his Focs. I 
In the Glory gain'd by War, 
Vulgar Hands and Fortune ſhare; 
Bu! 


_— n 
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But the more Noble and Solid Renown Gy 
That ariſes from Pardon to Penitents ſhown, 
All render to Ceſar, 'tis Ceſar's alone. 


ge | | %. | ; Yi 15 N rz 
en- Ceſar bobiy does diſdaih Gn 
ge, Over leſs than Hearts to Reign; 


Let Tyrants force th ignobler Pert, 5. 
God and Cefar claim the Hearr, * 7 


1. + . 7778 
Hark how the Na ation ae rejoices. 


In the glad Conſort of Hearts and of Voices! 
What Thanks they expreſs 7 
g, | F or their Plenty and Peace, 
And che long- deſir d Bleſſings of Fr | 
ft, and che longracfing Blelings e e | 


d, Hark, the Joyful Sag goes 1 ound, | 
| Tis the Univerſal Sound: W {8 955 * 
11 


roſe Long may. Heav'n and Cæſar ſmile, Ns 
loſe, Heav'n on him, and he on uus 
es. | Long, long may he Rule our Ile, 
And long, long Rule it thus! 


„iii 44 „ 
: 2 N r 
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as | n 
By , | As 


Calls. < 


2 | Ras net 
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And vanquiſh'd, yet unknowing to retire, | 
Cloſe hugs the Charmer, and afham'd to yield, 


But more carag'd, for being bear before, 


As lov'd in Peace, as fear d in Arnis, 


1 
b. Up 
_ 0 65 
— * . 
h 2 


(7* bk . | 
Oo 


4 rat herceſt Pangs of hot Pert, | 
Between Panthea's riſing Breaſts, 
His bending Breaſt Philander reſts: 7 


Tho? he has loſt the Day, yer keeps che . ield. 
ee r 


with; ak Sigh the Fair abet Mid | 5 


What Pity tis, ye Gods, that all 
Ik̃he nobleſt Warriors ſooneſt fall: 
Then with a Kifs the gently rear d his Head; 
Arm'd him again to fight, for nobly ſhe 

More * the n chan the Vittory.” 
WANs r 


With all his Strength he docs prepare . 


- 
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More fietgely to renew che Warz 
Nor ceas d he till the noble Priae he bore © 
Ev'n her much wond'rous/Courage did ſurprizc, 
dhe hugs the * that . her, and Hes. . 


1 


GEES 


— — en Ong 


High e ShadesFhnd dur Gioyes * Gf 
" Farin'd with the Sighs of unſucceſsful Loyes, k 
| Wild with Deſpairs, young Thyr/is ſtrays, 
Thinks over all Amyras Heavnly Charms, 4 
Thinks he now ſces her in another's Arms; „ 
Then at ſome Willow's Root himſelf he lays, 4 
he lovelieſt, moſt, unhappy Swain; | 
And chus to the wild Woods he does compli. 
Dae Gong n 
How art chou chang d, [9] Theſis ſince . time 
WV hen thou cou dſt love, and hope without a Crime; 
When Nature's Pride, and Farth's Delight, 


$ throng her ſhady Ev ning Grove ſhe paſt, Hh 1 9 


Mo 


\ 


4 Ga £6 =” 
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And a new Day all around her caſt; 
Could ſee, nor be offended at the Sight 2 
The melting, ſighing, wiſhing Swain, 
T hat * muſt never hope to wiſh again. Fi 
þ III. | 
Riches and Titles! why ould they prevail, 
Where Duty, Love, and Adoration fail? N 
Lovely Amyra, ſhou dſt thou 
The empty Noiſe that a fine Tit akes, 
Or the vile Traſh that with the Vulgar takes, 
Before a Heart that bleeds for thee, and dies? B 
Unkind! but pity the poor Swain 
Your en kills, nor wean in the . o 


S 4 
OU ſay you love! Repeat _ 05 
pie eee 


Repeat tha aft of all u , | ET ['Þ 


” 
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What you to Thouſands have deny'd, 
To me you freely give; 


Whilſt I in humble Silence dy'd,. 
Your Mercy bid me "Fg rn 


So on cold Latmos Top 3s N icht. 
Endymion i ohing lay, 

Gaz'd on the Moon's tranſcendant Light, 
Deſpair'd, and durſt-not Pray. Na 

But Divine Cynthia ſaw his Grief, 

j Th' Effect of conqu ring Charms; 

IUnaskd, the Goddeſs brings Relief, 

F And falls into his Arms. 


1 Fr 


5.006 


Arreſt of thy Sex, and beſt, 
Admit my humble Tale; 


will eaſe the Torment of my Breaſt, 
Tho'I ſhall ne er prevail. 


; Wi Q No 
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No fond Ambition me does moye 
Your Favour to implore, 


I ask not for Return of Loye, 
But Freedom to adore, 


1 

285 9 0 TE w 

R T 0 T HE J 

| | B 

KING. | 
In the Year, 1686. ; 

By Mr. PANT Granville.” | | 


Eroes of old, by Rapine and by Spoil, 

In Search of Fame, did all the World embroil. 
Thus to their Gods each then ally'd his Name, 
This ſprang from Jo ve, and that from Titan came 
Wich equal Valour, and with like Succeſs, 
Dread King, might'ſt thou the Univerſe oppreſs on 
But Chriſtian Rules conſtrain chy Martial Pride; eg 
Peace is chy Choice, and Piety thy G Guide: 


2 


* 
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By thy Example Kings may learn to Sway, 

Heroes are taught to'F ight, and Saints to Pray. 

The Grecian Chiefs had Virtue but in ſhare; 

Neftor was Wile, but Ajax Brave in War: 

heir very Deities were grac'd no more, | 
Mars had the Courage, Fove the Thunder bore: 
But all Perfections meet in James alone, | 
And Britain's King is all the Gods in one. 


— FOFY 


— 3 


HARRY MARTINs 
E P I IT AP H. 


By HIMSELF. 


Troll. 


EEC 


E RE, or elſewhere, (all's one to you, to me) 


Earth, Air, or Water, gripes my Ghoilleſs 
Duſt, 


one knowing when brave Fire ſhall ſer it free; 
ride; eader, if you an oft-try'd Rule will truſt, 
Wl gladly do and ſuffer what you muſt. 


| Q 2 To 


refs: 
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To his Friend 


| Captain Chamberline; 

. In Love with a Lady he 120 

| taken in an Algeriene Prize at 
. F 

1 In Alluſion to the 44h Ode of Horace, Lib. the 2d 

9 By Nr T 4 L DEN _ 

1 IS no Diſgrace (brave Youth) to own. 


By a Fair Slaye you are undone: 
Why doſt thou bluſh to hear that N ame! Þ} / 
And ſtifle thus a Gen'rous Flame! 

Did not the Fair Briſeis heretofore 
With pow'rful Charms ſubdue? 
What tho' a Captive, ſtill ſhe bore 

Thoſe Eyes that Freedom cou'd reſtore, 


_ make her haughty Lord, the proud Achilles bo | 
| II. St: 
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8 | 

Stern Ajax, tho'renown'd in Arms, 

Did yield to bright Tecmeſſa's Charms: 

, And all the Laurels he had won, 

ad As Trophies at her Feet were thrown. 

at When beautiful in Tears, he view'd the mourning 

The Hero felt her Pow: - . Fair, 

Tho” great in Camps, and fierce in War, 


4 | Her ſofter Looks he cou'd not bear, 
Proud to become her Slave, tho late her Conqueror. 
III. 


— when Beauty in Diſtreſs appears, 
An irreſiſtleſs Charm it bears: 
In ev'ry Breaſt does Pity move, 
Pity the tender'ſt part of Love. 
1c! | Amidſt his Triumphs great Atrides fu'd 
Unto a weeping Maid: mY 
Tho? Trey was by his Arms ſubdu'd, 
And Greece the bloody Trophies view'd, 
et at a Captiye's Feet th imploring Victor laid. 


Q3 © WV. Think 
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er 
Think not thy charming Maid can be 
1 Of a baſe Stock, and mean Degree: 
Her Shape, her Air, her ev'ry Grace, F 
A more than Vulgar Birth confeſs. 
Yes, yes, my Friend, with Royal Blood ſhe vel 
Sprung from ſome Monarch's Bed: N 
Now mourns her F amily's hard Fate, 
Her mighty Fall, and abject State, - 
And her Iliuſtrious Race conceals with noble Pride, 
Ah think not an Ignoble Houſe 
Cou d ſuch a Heroine produce: 
Nor think ſuch gen'rous ſprightly Blood, 
my Cou'd flow from th' corrupted Crowd. 
30 . But vi-w her Courage, her undaunted Mind, 
And Soul with Virtues erown'd: | ) 
Where dazling Int'reſt cannot blind, Fr 
Nor Youth, nor Gold Admittance find, 


But ſtill her Honour's fix d, and Virtue keeps it 
VI. ö Keen Fr, 


Ls 


: 
. 


View well her great Majeſtick Air, 3&7 
. And modeſt Looks Divincly Fair: Tot 


N g 1 \ 
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— 


Too bright for Faney to improve, 

And worthy of thy nobleſt Love. 

But yet ſuſpect not thy officious Friend, 
I jealous Thoughts remove: ; 
Tho 1 with Youthful Heat commend, 

ll For thee 1 all my Wiſhes ſend, d 
And if ſhe makes thee SO tis all I ask of Love. 


d, E Virgin Pow'rs, defend my Heart 
1 From am'rous Looks and Smiles, 
From ſaucy Love, or nicer Art, 


Which moſt our Sex beguiles; 
ps it | II. | 
ound From Sighs and Vows, from awful Fears, 


That do to N move; 


To Q 4 From 
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From ſpeaking Silence, and from Tears,” 
Thoſe Springs that water Love. 


5 e 
But if through Paſſion I grow blind, 
Let Honour be my Guide; 


And when frail Nature ſeems inclin'd, 
= re TING a Guard of Pride. 
| IV. 2 
An Heart whoſe es are ſeen, tho pure, 
Needs ev'ry Virtue's Aid; | 
And ſhe who thinks her ſelf ſecure, | | 
Tha ſooneſt is betray'd. 


mn ain 
. 
* 


— _ 


Written by a 


L N 


TREPHON hath Faſhion, Wit, and Youth, 
With all Things elſe that pleaſe, 
He nothing wants but Love and Truth 
To ruin me with eaſe 8 


— ä Zr 
_ * ko 2 F »- | * . 2 . 2 . ” 
— 2 2 


But he is F lint, and bears the Art 
To kindle fierce Deſire, 


uth, 


F hoſe 


Whoſe Pow r enflames another's Heart, 


— 
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And he ne er feels the Fire. 


O how it does my Soul perplex, 
When J his Charms recall, 

To think he ſhou d deſpiſe our Sex; 

Or, what's worſe, love em all. : 

4 1 

So that my Heart, like Noahs Dove, 
In vain has ſought for Reſt, 

Finding no Hopes to fix my Love, 
Returns into my Breaſt. 


1 
— ” — — 


PARAPHRAS' D 


Out of Horace, the 234 2 of * 
| 24 Book. = 


By Dr. TP: 0. PA. 


F H of wary Gods lock up in Cells of N ight 
Future Events, and laugh at Mortals here. 
If they to pry into em take delight, 
If they too much preſume, or too much fear. 
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O Man! for thy ſhort Time below * 
Enjoy thy ſelf, and what the Gods beſtow: 
Uns qual Fortunes here below are ſhar'd, - 
Life to a River's Courſe may juſtly be 
Sometimes within its Bed, . | 
Without an angry Curl or Wave, 
From the Spring Head 


It gently glides to the . its Grave. 


Then unawares, upon a ſudden Rain, 

It madly overflows the neighb' ring Plain: 
It ploughs up beauteous Ranks 

Of Trees, that ſhaded and adorn d its Dake 
Overturns Houſes, Bridges, Rocks, 


Drovns Shepherds and their Flocks: 


Horror and Death rage all the Valley o'er, 
The Foreſts tremble, and the Mountains roar. 


LOVE's Antidote. | 
HEN I ſigh by my Miſtreſs, and gaz on 
thoſe Eyes 


Where all-· conqu ring Love in Garriſon lyes. 


„„ 


Wher 


. c 
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When her Noſe Leommend 1 Roman Bend. 
And run on in Flatt'ry, World without End. 
On her ample high Forehead, and her little ſoft H 4 
To which, if.compar'd, the beſt Iv'ry is tann'd: | 
On the Words which with Grace from her Roſie 
Lips flow, 11 0 20 * | 
And ſuch Harmony make, as was ne er heard 1 | 
Then ſhe bridles the Pride, and ſwells with Diſdain, 
And lights her Adorer, now faſt in her Chain. 
With Scorn in her haughty Looks, and i inher Words | 
Thunder, 
Then drunken with Love do I reel to the Wand 


There with Three « or Four Glaſſes my AY 
paſſes, 


And off ſlides the Load, "FE Loh on his Aſſes. 
Then I ſwear Il for ever keep out of the ſcrape, 
— | Lovye's Soveraign Antidote i is the Blood of the Grape. 
) * — F * | Os | 
© Anacrem Imitated. 


FT the Reverend Dotards cry, 
Why! ſo n. Daphms, why? 
Wher ö | | Love's 


— —— Joy a 
* SY „ . ) 
«4 a7 & 1 


Vig rous Nature ſcorns a Tye. 


2 
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| Love's a Thing for Age alone: Y MS 
| Love's a God, and you're too young. | 


* 


Let the Harveſt crown your Brow, 


And adorn your Head with Snow: 


Love may. boldly enter then: . | 
Years will countenance your F lame. 16 15 


Fruits, unripe, diſguſt the Taſte; 


Falling rips they pleaſe us beſt. : 

Colts are skittiſh; but the Dam 
(Once a Colt) is ſtill and tame: 5 
Reverend Dotards, why ſo wiſe? 
Why theſe Reverend F ooleries? 
Who neglects to back the Horſe, 
Till his Years compute him worſe? 
Gen'rous Brutes that lateſt die, 
Early to Enjoyment fl: 


. 


Gather'd Fruit are beſt of all; 8 
We deſpiſe them when they fall. 


Thus your Follies ſhow to me, 
What my Rey rend Age (hall be. 


MISCELLANT POEMS. 237 
Bring the Glaſs then, bring the Fair, 
Fill it, tis a Health to her. 
For experimental! 
Will a great Example be, 
To convince ſuch Rey'rend Fools 
Of their own miſtaken Ruleb 


0. ' 
"FF WE a 


A NAC REON 
IMITAT ED. 


H how pleaſant is't! how ſweet! 


While with Beauties exquiſite 
Nature paints the fragant Grove, 
Thus to walk and talk of Love. 
Here no envious Eaſtern Gale 


Sells us Pleaſure by Retail. 
Weſtern Breezes here diſpence 
Joys ſo full, they cloy the Senſe. 


ring | 3 | Gods! 


| n. THIRD PART f 
4 | Gods! oh Gods! how ſweet a Shade f 
| . las that Honey - Suckle made, i 

|}  "Claſping round that ſpreading Tree, 
Claſping faſt, and apeing me. 
Me who, there with Celia laid, 

Firſt inform d the lovely Maid 

So to claſp, and ſo to twine. 

Oh! how ſweet a Life is mine! 
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Anacreon Imitated. 
OME fill't up, and fill it high, 
The barren Earth is always ary's 5 
Bur well ſteep'd in kindly Show' rs, 
Ic laughs in Dew, and ſmiles in F low'rs. 
The Jovial Gods did, ſure, deſign, 
By the Immortal Gift of Wine, 
To drown our Sighs, and eaſe our Care, 
And make's content to Revel here. 
To Revel, and to Reign in Love, 

And be throughout like thoſe above. 
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FROM. 


I e 5 F irſt Georgi, 


Nai at | - is 
4 mprimis venerar? Deus de 


Tranſlated into Engliſh Verſe by 


I SACHEVERILL 


Dedicated to 


1 Devon, 
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IRS let thy Altars ſmoak with ſacred Fi ire, 


Thy early Labours the juſt Gods require. 

et Ceres Bleſſings uſher in the Year, 

o give an Omen to thy future Care. 

Vith Sacrifice adorn her graſſie Shrine, 

Vith Milk, with Honey, and with flowing Wine. 
hen go, the mighty Goddeſs to adore, 


hen Spring buds forth, and Winter is no more. 
o IE Then 


1 
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Then well-fed Lambs thy plenteous Tables load, 


And mellow Wines give Appetite to Food. 


Whilſt the cool Shade by ſmall refreſhing Streams 
Invite ſoft Sleep, and gentle pleaſing Dreams. 
The Ruſtick Youth the Goddeſs ſhou'd implore 
To bleſs their Fruits, and to encreaſe their Store. 
Thrice let the Sacrifice in Triumph led 


Crown the new Off. ſpring of her fruitful Bed. 


A joyful Quire ſhall ſing her Praiſes round, 


And with uncqual Motions beat the Ground. 


Whilſt Oaken Branches on their Temples twine, 


© To ſhew the better Uſe of Corn and Wine. 


The Goddeſs thus appeas'd, will bend her Ear, 


| And witha plenteous Harveſt willreward your Care 
| 1 The certain Seaſons of the Year to know flow 


Great Jove has taught us, and from whence che 


Droughts, Rains, and Winds their certain Signo 
forego. 


Thoſe Meſſengers of Fate fly to provide the Wa 


To give the Signal of a gloomy Day. 
The Moon her Tokens conſtantly fulfils, 


And with her Beams points out th* approaching Ills 
H 
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Her waining Orb puts on a various Form, 
o give the Sign of an impending Storm. 


hen South Winds riſe the Herdſmen juſtly fear, | 
\nd ſeek a Shelter when the Tempeſt's near. 


Firſt from a gentle Blaſt the Winds ariſe, a 


hoſe Infant Voice in whiſp'ring Murmurs flies, 
hen with loud Clamours fills the troubled Skies. 
By ſmall Degrees advanc'd, it ſtronger grows, 
Till ey'ry Point each other does oppo. 
hen chrough the jarring Zones it frets and roars, 
\nd lifts the ſwelling Billows to the Shoars. 
aſt watry Mountains roll upon the Sand, 
und angry Surges beat the trembling Land. 
\ harſh, ſhrill Noiſe the ccchoing Cavern fills, 
Ind ſtrikes the Ear from the reſounding Hills; 
Vhoſe rev'rend Tops, with aged Pine-trees crown'd, 
Nock with the Wind, and tremble with the Sound. 
hen threat*ning Surges hardly can forbear 
he tatter'd Veſſel, while the Seamen fear q 
ach rolling Billow ſhou'd their laſt appear. 

he frighten'd Native of the troubled Waves 
lis long accuſtom'd Habitation leaves. 


R Now 


Io ſeck for Safety on a calmer Shoar. 5 


© And ſhoots through Darkneſs with its Radiant Beams, 
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Now born aloft a winged Army ſoar 


. 


The More-Hen, conſcious of the Tempeſt near, 
Plays on the Sand, and ſo prevents her Fear. 


The Hern forſakes his ancient marſhy Bed, 


Andtow'rs to Heay n while C louds bedew his Head 


Sometimes he's met by a deſcending Star, 


Which warns the Tempeſt ruſhing from afar. 
The headlong Planet glides in fiery Streams, 


It cuts the Shadows with a Train of Light, 
And makes a Medley of the Day and Night. 
A ſportive Whirlwind lifts the moving Sand, 
In myſtick Circles dancing on the Land. 
Now wanton Feathers whiten all the Flood; 
And ſapleſs Leaves fly o'er the ſhaken Wood, 
At diſtance black ning in a dusky Cloud. 

But when a new. fledg d Storm comes bluftrin ring fort! 
And quits the thund'ring Regions of the North: 


—— 


When Eaſt and Weſt in diſtant Poles conſpire, 


Uniting Rage, to ſwell the Deluge higher, 


Wit 
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Wich rapid, Streams the full- charg d Chanels flows | 
Collecting Forces as they farther go. 5 = 
Th'unruly Tide no ſturdy Banks control. 
Oer unknown Plains the furious Torrents roll; # | 
The Reapers mourn, to ſee the Deluge beat 

cad 1 heir ml 7 92 1 Labours' Wyo Year, 


* 


2 
k 4 ; 


> 
4 
| 
, 
- 
1 
1 
N 
1 
; 
| 
þ 
; 
| | | 
* | 
MF 
ng 


* 22 _ 1 I 
— — 
— 1 
A ound 
. * bs 


> 
— XZ he 
— I UJ=S 


wy 


— 
% 
—_ DT”, ** n . _ be 
\ — 3 . 
4 — 
—— * __ ? I_ * 2 
_ * * 


Wit 


5 4 - q * ys F \ . - 1 g * F —. 2 
2 4 4 f o py , IP) "1 J * 5 ” bi 4 N 5 * a 4 
Y * * 2 — ſe q 
. LY a of 
4 * 


5 The THIRD 1 PART of 
T 4. feune Iris aux che veux gris 


Diiſoit a T, headate, 


AS mon cher 4 Paris,” 


* * * 


Avant que Fon | combatte- >» 


. 
PE a ** 's 
; +3 : 


Vous me aeg 45 act, 3 | 

1 Cr Guillaume ne raille. 98 | 

Helas! que feriez-vous icy ;S 
Le jour June bataille? 


WD aft vray que Vous partires | 
Sans Lauriers & ſans Claire, 
Et que vous Embarraſſeres . 
Cen qui font Votre Hiſtoire; 
0 * 
Mais vous deves laiſſer ces ſoins 
ADE ſpreaux & Corneille ; 
Vous ne les payeries pas moins, 
Quand vous feries merveille. 


75 
Fas 


Vous punires une autre-fois 
Ces gens qui m ont pillee. 


we 2 5 
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A A Pariphraſe on the F rench. 


N Grey- hair d Celia s|wither'd Arms 


As mighty Lewis lays » 


She cry'd, if! have any Charms, 


My Deareſt let's away. 


* 


For you, my Love, is all my Fear, 
Hark how the Drums do Rattle: 
Alas, Sir! what ſhou'd you do here 


In dreadful Day of Battel? 


Let little Orange ſtay and fight, 
For Danger's his Diverſion; 


he Wiſe will think you in the Right, 4 


Not to expoſe your Perſon. 


or vex co Thoughts how to repair 


The Ruins of your Glory: 


ou ought to leave ſo mean a Care 
To thoſe who Pen your Story, 


R 3 
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Quelle honte qi” a Charley 1 
Ile m 'euſſent amenee ! 


85 - 
* p 


| = 5 
Quoy que je ſois aimee ae vous, 
E que je ſois bien ſage, * 


J aurois paſſe parmy ces fous ed = 
Pour un Rebut de Page. ace e 
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Are not Boileau and Corneile paid 
For Panegyrick Writing! ? 

They know how Heroes may be made 
Without the Up, of F ing 


I When Fe oes too faucily approach, 
Lis beſt to leave them fairly: 
put Six good Horſes in your Coach, 
And carry me to Mary. | 


Let Boufflers, to ſecure your Fame, 

Go take ſome Town, or buy it; 
— ij Whilſt you, great Sir, at N oftredame, 
Te Deum ſing in quiet. 
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- . l ' * | | . 4 0 | 


To 1 +. 


By Sir 70 HN EATON. 


1. | 
'ELL me not I'my Time miſpend, 5 
'Tis Time loſt to reprove mez 
- Purſue thou thine, I have my End, 
So Chloris only love me. 
| . 
Tell me not others Flocks are full, 
Mine poor, let them deſpiſe me 
Who more abound with Milk and Wool, 
So Cloris only prize me. 
II I. 
Tire others caſter Ears with theſe — 
Unappertaining Stories; 
Hie never felt the World $ Diſcaſe, 
Who car'd not for its Glories. 
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IV. For 
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| IV. 
For Pity, thou that wiſer art, 7 228 3 
Whoſe Thoughts lye wide of mine; +4 
7 Let me alone with my own Heart, 7 1 
And I'll ne'er envy thine. 3 


Nor blame him who e' er blames my Wit, 
That ſeeks no higher Prize, 
Than in unenvy d Shades to ſit, 

And fing of Chloris Eyes. | 


| Another 8 0 N 0 


In Ia bon of 


Sir John Eatous 8 Songs 


By the lat Earl of ROCHESTER. 


6 — 


00 late, alas! I muſt confel 
You need no Arts to move me: 
duch Charms by Nature you poſſeſs, 


'Twere Madneſs not to love you. 5 
U OY Then 


9 2 
#8 
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Then ſpare a Heart you may 9 


And give my Tongue the Glory ; 
To boaſt, tho my unfaithful ns. i 
1 1 a kinder We 85 
O FT 
gs 70 N and WILL. 
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7 I. 
OM and Will were Shepherds Swains, | 
That liv'd and loy'd together, | 
| When Fair Paſtora ctoſt their Plains, 
Alas, why came ſhe thither ! © 
F or tho they fed two ſeveral Flocks, % 
They felt but one Defire: 
Paſtora's Eyes and Amber Locks 
Set both their Hearts on Fire. 
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TEST | OT | 
Iron came of a Genteel Race, © 
| By Father and by Mother; 
$7737 was Noble, but, alas, © 98 
He was a younger Brother. 

Tom was forlorn, Will was ſad, 
No Huntſman nor no F. owler 
Tom was held the properer Lad, 


But Will the better Bowler. 
e 
„om was young, but ſomething bald, | 
It ſeem d no Imperfection; 7 


$//:71 was grey, but yet not old, 
And browner of Complexion; 
he touching Flames their Breaſt did bear 
They could no longer ſmother, 
For tho? they knew they Rivals were, 
They ſtill Iov'd one another. 
+ Þ IV. 
[om wou Id drink Healths, and ſwear 
His very Ghoſt ſhould haunt her; 
i11 would take her by the Ear, 
l. 74 And wich his Voice inchant her: | Tom 


I 8 
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Tom kept always i in her Sight," 
And neer forgot his Duty, 
But Will was witty, and could write Ry: 
Sweet Sonnets on her auty. | 25 x4 
Paſtora was a lovely 6 0 0 
And of a gentle N ature, 
Divinely good and fair ſhe was . 
And kind to ey'ry Creature: 
Of Favours ſhe was proyident, 


But yet not oyer-ſparing 
She gave no looſe Incouragement, 
Vet kept Men from deſpairing. 
285 MI. 
Which of cheſs Two'ſhe loved moſt, 
Or whether ſhe lov'd either, 
*Tis thought they found it to their Coſt, 
That ſhe indeed loy'd neither; 
Yet ſo charming, ſo ſweet was ſhe, 
So pleaſing of Behaviour, 
That Tom thought he, and Will ! chought he, 
Was chiefeſt in her * avour. 
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VVT ff 
Thus did ſhe handle Tom and I, 
KY Who both did dote upon her, 
For graciouſly ſhe us'd them till, 
Vet ſtill preſery'd her Honour; 
She dealt her Favours equally, + 
They both were well contented, 
Und kept them ſtill from Jealouſie, 
Not eaſily prevented. 
VIII. 
| Til tattling Fame had made Report 
Of F air Paſtord's Beauty, 
aſtora's "ent for to the Courr, 
There to perform her Duty: 
nto the Court Paſtora's gone, 
There were no Court without her, 


he Queen, amongſt her Train, had none 
va half fo Fair about her. | 


FX. 6 
om 1 d his Dog, and alt away 
His Shepherd's Hook and Wallet; W | 
ill broke his Pipe, and curs d the Day © 1 
That &er he made a Ballad: Their 


Thus 
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Their Nine- pins and their Bowls they broke, 
Tis time for me an End to make, | 
L them go ſhake heir B TP TS; 
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To the Honourable 


Mr. Charles Montague 
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1 
T Owe er, 'ris well, that „ü Mankind 
Through Fate's Fantaſtick Mazes errs, 
He can imagin'd Pleaſures find, 


To combat againſt real Cares. 
II. 


Fancies 26d Notions we purſue, 
Which nc'er had Being but in Thought; 
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And like the doating Artiſt woo, 


5 


. 
. 4 Againſt Experience we believe, 
— And argue-againſt Demonſtration; 
EPlcas'd that we can our ſelves deceive, 
And ſet our Judgment by bur Paſhon. 
Irhe hoary Fool, who many Days 
Has ſtruggled with continu'd Sorrow, 

Rene ws his Hope, and blmdly lays 
AI The deſp rate Bet upon to Morrow. 

by V. 
To M orrow comes, tis Noon, tis Night, 
This Day like all the former fled; 
Pet on he runs, to ſeek Deligt 


rs, | To Morrow, | till to Night he's dead. 


| VI. 
Pur Hopes, like tow'ring Falgons, aim 
At Objects in an airy heighr, N 
ut all the Pleaſure of the Game, 
Is afar off to view the Flight. 


The Image we our ſelves have wraught. + 
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The worthleſs prey but only ſhows 


— 


The Joy conſiſted in the Strife; 
Whate er we take, as ſoon we loſe, 

In flomer's Riddle, and in Life. 

| IH. 

So whilſt in Fey'riſh Sleeps we think 

We taſte what waking we deſire, 
The Dream is better than the Drink, 
Which only feeds the ſickly Fire. 
To the Mind's Eye things well appear, 

At diſtance, through an artful Glaſs; © 
Bring but the flatt ring Objects near, 

They re all a ſenſeleſs gloomy Maſs. 

X. | 


Seeing aright, we ſee our Woes, 


Then what ayails it to have Eyes? 
From Tgnorance our Comfort flows, 
The only wretched are the Wile. 
XI. 
The weary d ſhould lye down in Death, 
This Cheat of Life would take no more; 
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If you thought Fame but ſtinking Breath, 
I, Phillis but a perjur'd Whore, - | 
4 
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By Mr. PRI O R. 
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#1 


I. 
W blooming Vouth and gay Delight 
In all thy Looks and Geſtures ſhine; 
Thou haſt, my Dear, undoubted Right 
To Rule this deſtin'd Heart of mine; 
My Reaſon bends to what your Eyes ordain, 
For I was born to Love, and you to Reign. 
II. 
But wou' d you meanly then rely 
On Power, you know l muſt obey; 
"Tis but a legal Tyranny _ 
Io do an lll, becauſe you may. 
— Why 
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"Wh y muſt I thee, as Atheiſts Heav'n adore, 


Not ſee thy Mercy, and but dread thy Pow'r. 
SG ' 
Take heed, my Dear, Youth flies apace, 
Time equally with Love is blind; 
Soon muſt thoſe Glories of thy Face 
The Fate of Vulgar Beauty ſind. 
The Thouſand Loves that arm thy potent Eye, 
Muſt drop their Quivers, flag their Wings, and die. 
IV. 
Then thou wilt ſigh, IT in each Frown 
A hateful Wrinkle more appears; 
And putting peeviſh Humours on, 
Seems but the ſad effect of Years: 
Ey'n Kindneſs then too weak a Charm will prove 


© To raiſe the Ghoſt of my departed Loye. 


| _ V. N 
Forc'd Compliments and formal BowWs 


Will ſhow thee juſt above Neglect, 


5 The Heat with which thy Lover glows 
Will ſettle into cold Reſpect ; 
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A talking dull Platonick I ſhall turn, | | 
Learn to be civil, when I ceaſe to burn. WH 
2. Mi 8 | 
Then ſhun the Ill, and know, my Dear; 
Kindneſs and Conſtancy will proye 
The only Pillars fit to bear 
So vaſt a Weight as that of Loye: 
If thou canſt wiſh to make my Flames endure 
lie. Thine muſt be very fierce, and very pure. 
. 
5 Haſte, Celia, haſte, whilſt Love invites, 
| Obey the Godhead's gentle Voice, 
Fill ey'ry Senſe with ſoft Delights, 
And give thy Soul a looſe to Joys; 
ve [Let Millions of repeated Bliſſes prove 
That thou art Kindneſs all, and I all Lore. 
VIII 
Be mine, and only mine; take care ctogui de 
Your Looks, your Thoughts, your Dreams 
To me alone, nor come ſo far, 
As liking any Youth beſide: 
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W bat Men &er Court thee, fly em, and believe 
| They re Serpents all, and thou the tempred Eve; 
0 _ EET 
So ſhall I court thy deareſt Truth 


When Beauty ceaſes to engage; 
And thinking on thy charming Youth, 
I'll Love it oer again in Age. 
So Time it ſelf our Raptures ſhall improve, 
And ſtill we'll wake to Joy, and live to Love. 
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By Mr. P R I O R. 


HAT Charms you have, from what high W 
Race you ſprung,” + > 
Have been the Subject ny our Daring Song; 


Bu. 
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But when: you pleats to Wi the lab' ring Muſe 
„ What greater Theams your Muſick cou d produce; 
Our babling Praiſes we repeat no more, | 
But hear, rejoice, ſtand ſilent, and adore. _ | F 
The Perſſans thus, firſt gazing on the Sun, .Y 
Admir'd how high 'twas plac'd, how bright ic ſhone; 
But, as his Pow'r was known, their Danke were 
rais d, | 


And ſoon they worſhip'd, ab at firſt chey praig'd 
Eliza's Glory lives in Spencer's Song, 1 

And Cowley's Verſe keeps Fair Orinda young: 

That you in Beauty, and in Birth excel, 

The Muſe might dictate, and the Poet tell; 

Your Art, no other Art can ſpeak, and you, 

To ſhew how well you play, muſt play anew: 

Your Muſick's Pow'r your Muſick muſt diſcloſe, 
for what Light is, tis only Light that ſhows. ; 

Strange Force of Harmony that thus controls 
Pur inmoſt Thoughts, and ſanctifies our Souls: 
high Whilſt with its utmoſt Art your Sex cou d move 

Our Wender only, or at. beſt our Love. 
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You far beyond both theſe your God did place, 
That your high Pow'r might worldly Thoughts N 
deſttoy, g (raiſe, 
That with your Numbers you our Zeal might | 
And, like himſelf, Communicate your Joy. 
When to your Native Heav'n you ſhall repair, 
And with your Preſence crown the Bleſſings there; 
Your Lute may wind its Strings but little higher, 
To tune their Notes to that Immortal Quire. 
Your Art i is perfect here, your Numbers do, 
More than our Books, make the rude Atherf} know 
That there's a Heav'n, by what he hears below. 
As in ſome Piece, whilſt Luke his Skill expreſt, 
A Cunning Angel came and drew the reſt : 
So, whilſt you play, ſome Godhead does impart 
Harmonious Aid, Divinity helps Art; | 
Some Cherub finiſhes what you begun, 
And to a Miracle improves a Tune. 
To burning Rome when frantick Nero play'd, 
Viewing your Face, no more he had ſuryey'd 


Thereigning Flames,but ſtruck with ſtrange ſurpriꝛ | 
Confels em leſs than thoſe of Anna's Eyes. 


as — — 


end 
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Kut, had he heard thy Lute, he ſoon had found 
| || Hi# Rage cluded, and his Crime atton'd; J 
> | Thine, like Amphion's Hand had rais d the Stone, 1 
| | And from Deſtruction call'd a fairer Town 4 
Malice to Muſick had been forc'd to yield, 


J | 
Nor could he Burn fo faſt, as thou could'ſt Build. 
, IJIyo the Reverend 


Dr SHERLO CK 
Dean of St. Paus; 


ON 


„ His Practical Diſcourſ e 
Concerning DEATH. 


1 Ne By . T 70 K 


jo 3 

irt. * c the Muſe, . in ankallow's Strains 

The Saint one Moment from his God detains: 
84 Far 
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For ſure, whatc'er you do, whate er you are, 
- *Tis all but one good Work, one conſtant Pray” r. 


To be the Voice, and bid the World repent: 1 
Thee, Youth ſhall ſtudy; and no more engage 

His flatt'ring Wiſhes for uncertain Age; D 
No more, with fruitleſs Care, and << Strife, 11 
Chace fleeting Plcaſure through this Maze of Life; 0 
Finding the wretched All He here can have A 


The Drops that ſweeten their laſt Dregs of Life; 
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Forgive her; and i intreat that God, to whom 
Thy fayour'd Vows with kind Acceptance come, 
To raiſe her Numbers to that bleſt Degree 

That ſuits a Song of Piety and Thee. 5 
Wondrous good Man! whoſe Labours may repel 
The force of Sin, may ſtop the Rage of Hell: 
Who, like the Baptiſt, from thy God wert ſent 


= > wt Lo 


But preſent F ood, and but a future Grave; 
Each, great as Phili i's Son, ſhall ſit and view Ai 


Ihis ſordid World, and, weeping, ask a New. Wy 


Decrepit Age ſhall read Thee, and confeſs 10 


Thy Labours can aſſwage, where Med cines ceaſe: N. 


Shall bleſs thy Words, their wounded Souls Relief pte 


Shall 
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Shall look to Heav'n, and laugh at all beneath, 
Own Riches gather d Trouble; Fame, a Breath; 5 5 
And Life an Ill, whoſe only Cure is'Death. = 
| Thycven Thoughts with ſo much Plainneſs flow, 

Their Senſe untutor'd Infancy may know, * 

vet to that height is all that Plainneſs wrought, 
wit may admire, and letter d Pride be taught: 

Eaſie in Words thy Style, in Senſe ſublime, 

On its bleſt Steps each Age and Sex may riſe, | 

Tis like the Ladder in the Patriarch's Dream, | 

Its foot on Earth, its height beyond the Skies. 

Diffus'd its Vertue, boundleſs is its Pow'r, 
fe, I Tis publick Health, and Univerſal Cure: 
fe; Of Heay'nly Manna tis a ſecond Feaſt, 

I Nation's Food, and All to ev'ry Taſte. | 
To its laſt height mad Britain's Guilt was rear'd, 

And various Deaths for various Crimes ſhe fear'd 5 
v. With your kind Works her drooping Hopes revive, 
You bid her read, repent, adore, and liye. | 
eaſe:YYou wreſt the Bolt from Heay'ns avenging Hand, 


elief top ready Death, and ſave a ſinking Land, 
fe 5 


Shall 
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O ſave us ſtill! ſtill bleſs us with chy Stay ! 
O want thy Heav'n, till we have learnt the Way! | 
Refuſe to leave thy deſtin'd Charge too ſoon, 
And for the Church's good, defer thy own ! 
O live! and let thy Works urge our Belief 
Live to explain thy Doctrine by thy Life; 
Till future Infancy, baptiz'd by thee, 
Grow ripe in Years, and old in Piety ; | l 
Till Chriſtians, yet unborn, be taught to die; 
Then in full Age, and hoary Holineſs 
Retire, great Teacher, to thy promis'd Bliſs - 
* Untouch'd thy Tomb, uninjur'd be thy Duſt, 
I As thy own Fame amongſt the future Juſt, - 
Will in laſt Sounds the dreaded Trumpet ſpeaks, 
Tu Judgment calls, and quickned Nature wake 
Till through the utmoſt Earth, and deepeſt Sea 
Our ſcatter d Atoms find their hidden way, 
In haſte to cloath their Kindred Souls again, 
Perfect our State, and build Immortal Man: 
Then fearleſs, Thou, who well ſuſtain'dft the Pig 
To Paths of Joy, and Worlds of endleſs Light, 
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Lead up all thoſe who heard thee, and believ'd; 
„Aids thy own Flock, great Shepherd, be receiv'd, 
And glad all Heay'n with Millions thou haft fay'd. 
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I am that I am. 
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A 


Pindarique O - E. 


vake 
Sea 


By Mr. PR I O R. 
Ro * — ——— 
AN! fooliſh Man! 
Scarce know'ſt thou how thy ſelf began, 
vexrec haſt thou759rghr enough ro prove i hon art, 
Vet 
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4 46 ie IAD PART 7 of | 
| Yet ſteel'd with ſtudy'd Baldneſs, thou darſt tr 
Jo ſend thy doubting Reaſon's dazled Eye 
Through the myſterious Gulph of yaſt Immenſity, 
Much thou can ſt there diſcern, and much impart, | 
Vain Wretch ! ſuppreſs thy knowing Pride, 
Mortifie thy Learned Luft; | 
Vain are thy Thoughts, whilſt thou thy ſelf art Duſt, 
Wiſdom her Oars, and Wie her Sails may lend, II 
The Helm let Politick Experience guide, 
Yet ceaſe to hope, thy ſhort-liv'd Bark ſhall ride 
' Down ſpreading Fate's unnavigable Tide. 
What tho ſtill it farther tend? 
Still tis further from its End, 
And in the boſom of that boundleſs Sea 
Loſes it ſelf, and its increaſing oy". 
II. 
With daring Pride and infolent Delight [crown'd 
You boaſt your Doubts reſolv'd, your Labour 
And *Evezxe your God, forſooth, is found 
Incomprehenſible and Infinite. » 
But is he therefore found? Vain Searcher! no y 
Let your imperfect Definition ſhow [finer 1 oy 


That nothing leſs than nothing you the weak a | 
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try | | III. 
Say why how'd the collefed- Main N 
Y- It ſelf within it ſelf contain? 
rt, Why to its Caverns ſhou'd it ſometimes creep, 
55 And with delighted Silence fleep 


On the lov'd Boſom of its Parent Deep? . 
ut Why ſhou d its num rous Waters ſtay 
In comely Diſcipline, and fair Array) 
Prepar'd to meet its high Commands; 
And with-diffus'd Obedience ſpread 


And march through different Paths to different 
Why ſhou' d the conſtant Sun (nder 

ith meaſur'd Steps his Radiant Journeys run? 

'hy does he order the Diurnal Hours | 

o leave Earth's other Part, and riſe in ours? 

V hy does he wake the correſpondent Moon, 

ind, filling her willing Lamp with liquid Light, 

Commanding her with delegated Power 

lo beautifie the World, and bleſs the N ight? 

Why ſhou'd each animated Star FA 

oye the juſt Limits of its proper Sphere? 


bout 


Why 
4 # 
"of 
, W 


Their op' ning Ranks o'er Earth's ſubmiſſive Head: 
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23570 . THIRD. PART r 
Why ſhou'd each conſenting Sign 


With prudent Harm combine 
To keep in order, and gird up the regulated Year? 
: IV. 
HS Man does with dangerous Curioſity 


Theſe unfathom'd Wonders try, 
With fancy'd Rules and Arbitrary Laws, 
Matter and Motion he reſtrains, 
1 And ftudied Lines and fictious Circles draws 
1 Then with imagin'd Soveraignty 
3 Lord of his new Hypotheſis he reigns. 
He reigns: how long? till ſome U ſurper riſe, 
And he too, mighty Thoughtful, mighty Wile, 
Studies new Lines, new Circles feigns, 
On t'other's Ruin rears his Throne, 
And ſhewing his Miſtakes, maintains his own. 
Well then! from this neu Toil what Knowledge flo 
Juſt as much, perhaps, as ſhows 
That former Searchers were but bookiſh Fools, 1 
Their choice Remarks, their darling Rules, Inc 
But canting Error all, and Jargon of the Schools 
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MIScEILANr POEMS. 
Through the aerial Seas, and watry Skies, 

ar Mountainous heaps of Wonders riſez 

Whole tow'ring Strength will ne'er ſubmit 

To Reaſon's Batteries, or the Mines of Wit. 
Yet (till Enquiring, ſtill Miſtaking Man, 
Each hour repuls'd,cach hour dare onward preſs, 
And levelling at God his wandring Guels, 

3 (That feeble Engine of his Reaſoning War, 


Which guides his Doubts, and —_— "oF 


Deſpair,) 

Laws to his Maker the learn'd Wrerch can give, 
ſe, Can bound that Nature, and preſcribe that Will; 
I Whoſe pregnant Word did cither Ocean fill, 
id tell us how all Beings are, and how "_ move 
. and live. 
lows Vain Man! that Pregnant Ward ſent alt againg 
Through either Occan, 
Is, I Might to a World extend each Atom there; 
ales, | Ind for each Drop call forth a Sea, a Heay'n for e- 
ools. VL (v'ry Star. 

et cunning Earth her fruitful Wonders hide, 
hrov And only lift thy ſtaggering Reaſon up 
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272 "Me 2 THIRD PART: 2 
To trembling Calvary $ aſtoniſh'd . ; 
Then mock thy Knowledge, and confound thy 
By telling chee, Perfection ſuffer'd Pain, (27/4, 
An Eternal Eſſence A f 
Death's Vanqiſner by vanquiſh d Death was flair 
The promis d Earth prophan'd with Deicide. 
Then down with all thy boaſted Volumes, dow: 
Only reſerve the Sacred One; 
_ Low, reverently low; - 1 
Make thy ſtubborn Knowledge bow; 
Weep out thy Reaſon's, and thy Body's Eyes, 
Deject thy ſelf, that thou may'ft riſe; 
And to ſee Heav'n be blind to all below. 
Then Faith, for Reaſon's glimmering Ligit,ſhall gin 
Her Immortal Perſpective: 
And Grace's Preſence Nature's Loſs retrieye: 
Then thy enliven'd Soul ſhall know 
That all the Volumes of Philoſophy, © | 
With all their Comments never cou'd invent 
So politick an Inſtrument, 


So fit, as Jacobs Laddes was toſcalethe diſtant 8 
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Story of Prot and DaynxE 
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O Beauteous Nymph ecu voutbful Pha: 
bus move, 

19 Til Daphne's Charms inſpiv ki him firſt with Lbve: 
Virgin, ſprung from Penens Silver Stream, 
Fair as the Cryſtal Waters, whence ſhe came. 
o blind Effects of Chance ſubdw'd the God, 
Nut juſt Revenge which injur'd: Cupid ow'd. 
or Phebus ſaw him as his Bow he drew, © 
nd ſcothng, ery d, Thoſe are not Arms for you: 
0 me your Quiver and your Shafts reſign, ' 
1 H bey load your — but ſit well on mine; 
3 Your 
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Hold your own Empire, and uſurp not ours. 
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Your Arrows drop from your enervate Arm, L 
And are not ſent with Force enough to harm; 7 
But when I ſhoot, with my unerring Hands, Iv 

On the fleet Shaft as fleet a Death attends. B 
Witneſs the monſtrous Python lately ſlain, b 
Againſt whoſe Scales your Darts had been in vain; , 14 
He ſtill had liv'd, and ravagd all the Plain. 6 
In yonder Vale, by me, behold him kill d, p 
Shedding his pois'nous Gore oer all the Field. 7 
Re you content to kindle amorous Pires | bv 


Inſpiring childiſh Loves, and ſoft Deſires; . 
Attempt not things beyond your feeble Pow'rs, Ir. 


T 
The lighted God, in ſhort} replies, By thee q 
Let other Breaſts. be pierc d, but thine by me: N 


As Human Force is conquer'd by Divine, 

So ſhalt thou find my Pow rs excelling thine. 

He ſpoke, and ſpread his Wings, and mounted up 

Nor reſted, till hereach'd Parnaſſus top. 
From his full Quiver all his Darts he drew, 
And, from them all, he made his Choice of two. 
Differin 


MISCELL ANT POEMS. 27 
Differing the Paſſions, which their Points create, 
The one producing Love, the other Hate: 
With this, the beauteous Virgin's Breaſt he piere'd z 
But he wounds Phebus deeper with the firſt, 
High on the Mountain's utmoſt Cliff he ſtood, 


And took his fatal Aim, and ſhot the God: 

Swiftly it flies thro' his invenom'd Reid; 

Fires all his Blood, and poiſons all his Veins. 

The deadly Shafts their purpos'd Ends obrain; 

Work Love in him, in her as fierce Diſdain. * 

Her only Joy was ranging thro' the Grove, ; 
o ſhun her Lovers, and their Tales of Love. 
There the wild Boars) were wounded with her Spear: 
Her only Paſſion was to conquer there. 
All her Attire Was like Diand's Train, 
Alike her Humour, in e Men. 
Her numerous Courrtiers met with numerous Slights, 
She fled from Hymen, and his hated Rites: 
oft had her Father prompted her to wed/ 
y fond Defires of future Grandſons led: 
0: Pft had he told her, that ſhe ow'd a Debt, 
* Y ſmiling Nephews, which he hop'd for yet. 
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She ſtarts, and thinks ſhe underſtands him wrong, 


Nor would have heard it from another Tongue. 
Then hanging on her Father, thus ſhe pray'd, 
Oh! only loy'd of all your Sex, ſhe faid, 


Oh! give me leave to live, and dic a Maid. 


He, too indulgent, yields, but yields in vain, 

To what the cannot from her ſelf obtain; 

That matchleſs F orm was made to be admir d, [ 
And ſhe i is in her own deſpight, deſir'd: a 
T he youthful Phehus courts her for his Bride, | 
And loves tos ficrecly to be long denyd b 
With Hopes, he would not, for his Godhead, loſe, 


By his own Oracles deceiy d, hg woos. 4 
As Fires, in ſpacious Fields of Stubble thrown, 


* 


When the firſt Blaze of Flame i is once begun, 
The Winds, with Fury, drive the Torrent on: 
So burns the God, and fo receives the Fires, 
And ſooths, with flattering Hopes, his fond Deſires 
He ſees her Hair diſhevell'd on her Back, 
And part, in Circles, twining round her Neck. 
If ſuch their Charms (diſorder d thus) he cry d, 
Ah]! what if Nature were with Art ſupply'd. 
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MITSCELEANT POEMS. 
He ſees her ſparkling Eyes, that ſhine like Stars, 
But with an Influence far more ſtrong than theirs. 
He fees her balmy Laps, and longs ro kiſs; 
For, oh! be is not fatisfy'd he ſees; . | N 
Her Hands, and Arms, fill his unweary d Sight; 2 
He looks on all, with Wonder, and Delight. 
He ſees her ſnowy Thighs, her ſwelling Breaſt; 
If ought lay hid, he ftiti concludes it beſt: 
And yet, in vain is all the God can fu, 
The dear, diſdainful Virgin will not flay, 
But flies the fwifter, as ſhe hears him pray. 
ofe, Stay Daphne, ſtay; it is no Foe purſues, - © 

| follow not as laſtful Satyrs uſe: A 
| The trembling Deer fly-from the Lyon fo, 


The Lambs from Wolves, euch from his mortal Foe: 
They, by their ſwift Purſuit, their Prey, deſign; 
But Love, the ten@reft Love, occaſions mine. 
Beware, dear Maid, left any barb'rons Thorn 
Tear thoſe ſoft Limbs, too beautcous to be torn. 
Rough are the Ways you follow with ſuch ſpeed, 
Ah! yet beware, be cautious how you tread; © 
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Or ſtay, or do not make ſuch dangerous Haſte, 
Too will ſtay, or not purſue ſo faſt, | l 
Stay, Daphne, ſtay z ah! whither do you run? 
Alas! fond N ymph, you know not whom you ſhun IB 
No Ruſtick lab ring Hind, no Savage Swain, N 
I keep no lowing Herds upon the Plain. A 


Delphos, and Tenedos, my Rule obey, "BT 
In ſeveral Iles, Iſeyeral Scepters ſway. Sh 
All Nations offer Incenſe at my Shrine, H. 


And all thoſe Beams that-light the World are mine II 
Jove does acknowledge me his Darling Son, IH. 
And gives me Power, the greateſt, next his pwn. He 
I know what Time bears in her teeming Womb, sti 
And all that was, and is, and is to come. Lo 
I teach ſoft Numbers to the Mighty Nine, An 
The wondrous Harmony they make, is mine. IITh 
Sure are the Wounds I ſend from ev'ry Dart, An 
But Love made ſurer, when he piere'd my Heart. Ictre 
lo the ſick Earth ſafe Remedics I give, oy 
1 Aljotting Man a longer time to live; . 0 t 
To me, the uſe of every Herb is known, it 
Vain Art, alas! ſince Love is cur'd by none. 
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To all beſides they do their Aid afford, . 
Unable only to relieve their Lord. | 
Much more he would have told the flying Fair, 
But the regardleſs Virgin would not hear. 
With doubled Swiftneſs ſhe out- runs the Wind, 
And leaves his yet unfiniſh'd Speech behinc. 
© The Winds, that toſs'd her flowing Robes abroad. 
Show'd a whole Heav'n of Beauty to the God. 
Her naked Limbs to his full View Ry 
ine The God, the raviſh'd God, ſaw all che Maid. 
Her ev'ry Step inflames his fierce Deſires, E * 
n. Her ey'ry Motion fans the raging Fires. 
Still the Fair Nymph grew lovelier as ſhe fled, 
Looſe in the Air her Golden Locks were ſpread, 
And her Checks glow d with an unuſual Red. 
Th'impatient God admits no more Delay, 
And throws no more unheeded Words away: 
art. 1 Pronger his pliant Limbs he ſtrives to move, 
ove urges on, he takes new Force from Love. 
o the ſwift Greyhound, when his Game he views, 
ith eager Stretch o'er all the Plain purſues. 
2 4 \ Now 


* 
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| Now comes fo near, that he is forc'd to ftoopy, | 
With the falſe Hapes he has to ſnatch her up.” 
The trembling Hare runs on, with dreadful . 
| Whether ſhe is already ſeiz d, or not. 1 
| - She uſes all her Art to help lber Fügt: wot 4 of 
And doubles, juſt enough to ſeape the Rite. TT) þ 
So Daphneiflics, wing d with her Mortal Fear; 
Winged with his Loye, ſo Phælus follows her, ©} 
But he - thi gains Advantage in the Race, 11 
| For Love redoubles his impetuous Pace. / 
B 


With Arms expanded, he purſues the Fair, 
And plies his eager Feet fo very nca : 
She feels his Breath warm thro her flying Hair. 
Now, as her utmoſt Force was well-nigh ſpent, 
And her o'er-labour'd Legs began to faint; | 
Her Courſe to that delightful Stream ſhe ends, 

Which from her Father's Silver Urn deſcends: 
With moving Looks the Water ſhe ſurveys, 
And thus the ſad and lovely duppliant prays. 
| Oh!fave me yet, Cer I am quite betray'd, 
Exert your Gqd-head, and preſerve a Maid. 
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Toſomenew Form change my coo Charming * 

Or let me loſe my Being, tu eſcape. 
br, Immediate Grant was giv'n ber, as ſhe pray'd, - 
Wand ſudden Numneſs throther/Limbs was Ipready 

Thin Films oer u her lovely Frame are caſt, 

And with cloſe Folds they compaſs in her Waſte. 
Her Hair to Leaves, her Arms to Branches ſhoot, 
Her Feet, depriv'd of Swiftneſs, form 1 
ner beauteons Head chang d to thelexfſarap, . 
And yet not wholly, e er the God came ups. 
| For now he ran with more immoderate Spied, © | 


But not with haſte enough t embrace the Maid. 
N Still lovely, 'tho' of Human Shape bereft, 
, And he till loves her, in tho Shape /ſh' Wend 5 
He lays his Hand upon the new.made Plant, 
„ While yet her Heart, beneath the Rind, did pant; 
Ine claſp d her, with the thought of what ſh' had been, 
And, oh! he wiſf᷑d her ſtill the ſame, as then; 
With the ſame Scorn his Kiſſes ſhe diſdain d, 
Her Scorn, alas! was all ſhe Rill retain'd. 
have thee now, ſuch as thou art, he cry'd, 
And thou ſhalt be my Tree, tho not my Bride 
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My Quiver ſhall be hung upon thy Boughs, + 
And thy dear Leaves be wreath'dabout my Brows. 


I. Thou ſhalt the Heads of Demi-Gods adorn, 
And be by Poets, and their Heroes, worn; L 
When Cz/ar ſhall from vanquiſh'd Nations come, 
| Drawn in his Chariot thro the Streets of Rome; 
Then to the Capitol their Spoils they bring, 
And Jo Pæans make the Temple ring: 
Then, planted at Auguſtus gilded Doors, 
Thou, like an Houſhold God, ſhalt guard his Floors. 
And as the Treſſes on my Youthful Head 
Keep their firſt Luſtre ſtill, and never fade; 
The verdant Beauty of thy Leaves ſhall laſt, f 
Not to be wither d by the Winter's Blaſt. 
Thus the God finiſ d, and the Laurel bow'd © - ff 
Her Branches down, to thank the bounteous God. A 
8 r 
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S Nature does in new born Infants frame, 
Wich their firſt re their careful Foſt'r 
N ame; 1 4 
I | Whoſe needful Hands their daily Food provide, 
od, And by whoſe Aid they have their Wants ſupply'd, 
vou are, my Lord, the Poets earlieſt Theme, 
And the firſt Word he ſpeaks, is Dorſet's Name. 
I o You the Praiſe of ev ry Muſe is due, 
10 For ev'ry Muſe is kept alive by You. 
Their boaſted Stream, from your rich Ocean pours, 
And all the Helicon they drink, is yours. 


What 
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What other Subject can the Muſes chuſe, * 
Or who beſides is worthy of a Muſe? 

They ſhall to future Ages make you known, N 
DT heir Verſe ſhall give you Fame; dut more, your own, 
Immortal Wit ſhall its great Patron boaſt, 

When others, of an equal Rank, are loſt. 
While eating Time all other Tombs devours, 

No Mauſoleum ſhall endure, but ours — — 
Life to your ſelf, by your own Verſe, you giye; 
And only you, and whom you pleaſe, ſhall live. 
Thus, you muſt Naſſau s God-like Acts proclaim, 
And, farther than his Trumpets, foutid his Fai. 
Whoſe hundred Mouths of nothing elſe ſhall tell, 
But him who fought, and him who ſung ſo well. 
Ev'n after Death, you hall your H onours ſhare, 
You, for improving Wit, and He, for War. | 
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Put of the STORY of, 


[TUPITER and E UROP4: 


From the latter End of the 


| Second Book of Ovid 5 M Sens 
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By Mr. CHARLES HOPKINS. 
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Reatneſs does always our Deſires oppoſe, 
And Majeſty, and Love, are Mortal Foes. 
ove knew tad well it hinder'd the Deſign, 


Il. Ine could not compaſs in a Form Divine. 
re, le caſts his Eagle off, and Royal Crown, 2 


\nd lets his Bolts fall to the Payement, down. | 
Niveſted thus, he quits the bleſt Abode, " I 
ithout one Mark left to reveal the God: 1 
e that was wont to Reign, and Rule on High, 
nd ſhake the World with Thunder from the Sky; 
Pf all the Gods, the moſt ador'd and fear'd, 


ow changes to a Bull, and joins the Herd. 
| N 
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Large Curls adorm d his Front, and hid his Cheſt, 
Ot all, he ſeem d by far the nobleſt Beaſt, 8 
Buy ſomething ſtill diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt. 

His Whiteneſs did the new-fal'n Snow excel, 
While it remains unſully'd, as it fell. 

His Horns were ſmall, like glittering Jewels bright, 
And ſeem'd deſign d for Beauty, more than F ight. 
His peaceful Look no ſigns of Fury ſhows, 

He wears no marks of Terror on his Brows. 

The Royal Maid beheld him with Delight, 
Surpriz'd with Pleaſure at th* unuſual Sight: 
| Yer was her Pleaſure firſt allay'd with Fear, 
Till by degrees at laſt, advancing near, 
With Flow'rs, more welcome than his heav'nly Food, 
(Giv'n by thoſe Hands) ſhe fed the raviſh'd God. 


And, too too eager to be wholly bleſt, 


| Soy, with dear Jy, choſe Hands be pref ; 


Hardly, ah! hardly he forbears the reſt. 
= Now with large Leaps he bounds upon the Land, 
Anon, he rolls along the Golden Sand. 


4 
» 
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As her Fears ini. d, ſhe . the . 1 
| 
J:* 


— 


and vent ring farther, ſtroak'd his Panting Breaſt, 
And crown'd his Horns with Flow'rs; too ven- 
t'rous at the, laſt. | 
More Fayours thus th' unwary Nymph beſtow'd, 
Than ſhe had giv'n him, had he ſeem'd a God. 
Still daring more, down on his Back ſhe fate 
Alas! ſhe knew not who ſuſtain'd her Weight. 
Then, then the God roſe with his wiſh' d. for Prey, 
And, wing'd with his Succeſs, ſoon reach'd the Sea. | 
Vain were her Cries, all her Reſiſtance vainn, , 
While Fove in Triumph bore her through the Main, | 
Poe caſts her Eyes on the forſaken Coaſt, 
4, IVhich leſſen d, till the View was wholly loſt. 
the ſigh'd, and wept, and look'd deſpairing bac $9 
Yer ſtill ſhe held his Horns, ſtill claſp'd his Neck 
While with the Winds her looſer Garments flow'd, 3 
ind ſpread a grateful Cov'ring o'er the God. 
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n 29 


N vain, my Friend, ſo often I remove, 

I find that Abſence ſtill increaſes Love; 
The barbarous For, like an ingrateful Gueſt, 
Too ſtrongly lodg'd, poſſeſſes all my Breaft. 
| CGladly I ſuffer'd him to ſhare my Soul, 

: $, But now the Traitor has ufutrp'd it whole: 
I burn with Pains, too great to be endur'd, 
And yet | neither can, nor would be eur d. 
I other Ills, all Remedies we try; 

But, fond of this, we grow cantent to Die. 
For all were uſeleſs here to help my Grief, 
And I ſhould ſtrive in vain, to find Relief. 


In yain I ruſh'd amidſt the Thund'ring War, 
Endeavour'd, all in vain, to meet it there; 
In all the heat of Fight I thought on her. 


F 
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conqu'ring Camps refus'd to give me Eaſe, 

The Town, at my Return, affords me leſs. 

ithout Concern, its Wealth and Pomp I ſee, 

und all its Pleaſures are but loſt on me; 

f with my Friends, I ſhould to Plays reſort, 

ithout a Smile I ſee the .Comick Sport. 

mingle no Applauſes with the Pit, 

or mind the Action, nor the Author's Wit. 

ſee the ſhining Beauties ſit around, | 

But have no room left for another Wound. [| 

fly for Refuge to the Country now, 14 

But that is Savage, and denies it too. 

Retirement ſtill foments the raging Fire, [ ſpire ii 

Ind Trees, and Fields, and Floods, and Verſe con- | 

o ſpread the Flame, and heighten the Deſire. 

ildly Irange the Woods, and trace the Gtoves, 

o cy'ry Oak I tell my hopeleſs Loves; 4 

orn by my Paſſion, to the Earth I fall, 4 | 
kneel to all the Gods, I pray to all: - j | 
othing but Eccho anſwers to my Prayer, "n 

nd ſhe ſpeaks nothing, but Deſpair, Deſpair. 


v | I 
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I give relentleſs Heav'n this laſt Reply, 
I do deſpair, and will reſolye to die. 


— uu 


2 


The STORY of 
CINTRAS and MY RR HA, 
FROM THE | 


Tenth Book of Ovid's Metamorphoſes. | 


By Mr. CHARLES HOPKINS. 


AR, far from hence, you virtuous Maids remove, 
Fly from a Story of inceſtuous Love. 
Be not a Father, nor his Daughter, near; 
I ſing 'of things unfit for ſuch to hear. 
But ſhould you liſten, and belieye them true, 
Believe the Vengeance that attends them too. 
If Sin could reach to ſuch a diſmal height, 
And Nature ſuffer an Abuſe ſo great,; 


| Yet 


e 


Vet 


Her Gums, and Perfumes, let Arabia boaſt, 


Her Sweets are purchas'd at a Rate too dear. 
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Yet when ſhe bore ſo monſtrous an Offence, 
Tis well the Scene was laid remote from hence. 


From vengeful Gods our World cxempted ftands, | 
There are no Judgments due to guiltleſs Lands. | 


Forgetful of the mighty Price they coſt. 
While Myrrha ſpreads her impious Branches there, 


The God of Love, to clear himſelf from Blame, t | 
Denies he gave the Wound, or rais'd the Flame. #1 
The Brands of Furies kindled this Deſire 3 
And thy deyoted Boſom did inſpire, C S 
With a large ſhare of their Infernal Fire. 
To hate your Father, were a dreadful Fate; 
And yet to Loye him thus, is worſe than Hate. 
Look on the Princes of the ſhining Eaſt, 
Whoſe only Strife is, who ſhould pleaſe you beſt. 
By the loud Fame of conqu'ring Beauty led, 
A Royal Troop of Lovers court your Bed: 
From the whole World, chuſe one, and make him 
bleſt 3 We . 

Excepting one, take any of the reſt. 

Ws fo . "The 
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She was too conſcious of her impious Loye, 
Which, when ſhe long had labour'd to remove, 8 
Her laſt Recourſe was to the Pow'rs above. | 
By what reſiſtleſs Fury am I driv'n? 

Defend me, Picty ; preſerve me, Heay'n. 

Expel this raging Paſſion from my Soul, 

Oh! let me never act a Crime ſo foul. 

If that's a Crime, which yet your partial Pow'rs 


I . Allow to ev'ry Kind they form, but ours. 


All Creatures elſe without Diſtinction join, 
Regard no Limits, and reſpect no Line. 
The feather'd Kind fly mingled with their Young 


Birds pair with Birds, from whom of late they 


ſprung. 
The lawleſs Herds in flow'ry Paſtures feed, 
And, by promiſcuous Leaps, encreaſe their Breed, 
Unbounded, o'er the ſpacious Plains they range, 
Chuſe as they pleaſe, and as they pleaſe they change. 
Wiſely, with Nature, happy Brutes comply, 
And as ſhe prompts them, they improve their Joy; 
But, fooliſh Man againſt himſelf conſpires, 
Inventing Laws, to curb his free Deſires. 


Induſtriou 
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IInduſtrious to deſtroy his own Content, 

He makes thoſe Bars, which Nature never meant. 

vet there are Nations, no ſuch Cuſtoms bind; 9 
Where Men, and Women, all in common = 
With doubled Love, exalt their gen'rous Kind. 
Where Daughters wich indulgent Fathers wed, | 
And, without Scandal, mount the Genial Bed. [| 
Had my Stars plac'd my Birth in ſuch a,Clime, 
I might have had my With, without à Crime. 


I might have been, of all I love, poſfeſt; 

Like them 1 had enjoy'd, like them been bleſt. 

Hence, Impious Thoughts, from my diſtracted Brain; 

Be gone all Hopes, ſince all, alas! are vain. 
Tho' he poſſeſſes Charms enough, to move 
The coldeſt Virgin to the Warmth of Love; 

ed. Yet to that Warmth my Paſſion muſt not riſe, 

© I For I muſt view him with a Daughter's Eyes. 

Were I not ſo, all my Deſires were free: 

Alas ! it is a Sin in none but me. 

Engag'd already, in too ſtrict a Tie, 

might be nearer, were I not ſo nigh. 


10% ͤ ( 9 Should 
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Should Piety adviſe me to remove, 

Where I might poſſibly forget my Love; 

In vain I ſhould endeavour to be gone, 
Compell'd to ſtay, by what I ſeek to ſhun. 
Still to be preſent in his loyely Sight, 

Still gaze on him, in whom my Eyes delight, 
Talk, touch, and kiſs, do more, if more I might. 
Wretch that I am! ah! whither do I run? 


Is there not too too much already done? nl 
How would the Act all Ties of Blood confound, N 
And think, oh! think, how would your Titles ſound? I 1: 
Your Father's Whore, a Mother to the Son, T 
Born of your Mother ; Siſter to your own. h H 
Oh! what Remorſe will ſuch an Action bring, U 
How ficrcely will a guilty Conſcience ſting? H 
How will the Furies haunt your anxious Breaſt, B. 
And rob your Soul of her Eternal Reſt? Fi 


Advance their Torches to your dazled Sight, At 
By Day in Viſions, and in Dreams by Night? He 


Since then, Divine, and Human Laws forbid, Ki 
Our Bodies cer ſhould join in ſuch a Deed, Th 
Ta An 


d? 
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Let not the Thought it ſelf Reception find, 


But baniſh it, for ever, from your Mind. 

Could you re ſolve, were you ſo loſt to Shame; 
Durſt you attempt a Deed, you dare not name! 
Still, the foul Crime would his Concurrence want, 


Which he, ah! too toogood, will never grant. 
Oh! that I could my ſelf from Love redeem, 


Or that an equal Fury reign'd in him. 


In Thoughtsliketheſe the beauteous Virgin mus'd, 
Now blam'd her guilty Paſſion, now excus d. 
In the mean time th' ambitious Rivals ſtrove 
To Court the Father, for the Daughter's. Love. 
He, at a Loſs which Prince he ſhould prefer, 
Where all deſerv'd alike, conſults with her. 
He makes their Fortunes, Names, and Titles known, 
But hides his Thoughts, and leaves her to her own. 
Fix d on his Eyes, the Maid her Silence kept, (wept. 
And, wrack'd with ſecret Tortures, bluſh'd and 
He, thinking this th Effect of Virgin Fears, FRO 
Kiſs'd her drown'd Checks, and dry'd her low, 
The welcome Kiſs ſhot thro? her raviſh'd Soul, 
And almoſt caus'd her to reveal the whole. 

U4 | Again 
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Again his former Queſtion he renews, 


What Choice ſhe made, where ſhe had ſuch to chuſe. 


Frequent Demands this ſhort Confeſſion drew, 
Him I like moſt, who moſt reſembles you. 

But he, Good Man, by Piety betray'd, 

Miſtakes the Meaning, and commends the Maid :/ 
Believes thoſe Words did from her Duty flow, 
And bids her to continue ever ſo. 
While on the Ground her guilty Looks ſhe bent ; 
For ſhe knew better what her Anſwer meant. 
»Twas Midnight now, and Mankind lay refreſnt; 
They, and their Cares, in Univerſal Reſt. 

But Myrrha wakes, ſcorch d with impetuous Fires, 
And ſtruggles to reſiſt her fierce Defires. 

' Deſpair, and Shame, Hope, Fear, and Fury roul, 
And work a Tempeſt in her troubled Soul. 

Like fighting Winds, tumultuous Paſſions mix, 
Toſs to and fro, and know not where to fix. 

As in a ſpacibus Wood, a ſtately Oak, 

That labours long beneath the Axe's Stroke, 
With the laſt Blow, nods cer its dreadful Fall, 


And threatning every ſide, is fear'd on all. 


80 
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50 roll the Thoughts in her uncertain Mind; 
And now to Virtue, now to Vice, inclin'd: 
Death was the only Choice ſhe could approve, | 
Death, a leſs Ill, as well as End of Loye. 
When ſtrait her trembling Hands a Girdle tye 
Jo che tall Roof, where ſhe deſigns to dye. 
Then fix'd the Nooſe, and ſinking from the Beam, 
With her laſt Words invok'd her Father's Name. 
3 Farewel, ſhe cry'd, dear Cinyras, farewell; 
I Learn by my Death, what now I dare not tell. 


t; The broken Murmurs reach d her Nurſc's Ears, 
res, Who, with Amazement, ſtarting from her Bed, ö 
Runs to the Doors af the deſpairing Maid. 
Her trembling Eyes diſcern the diſmal Sight, 8 
And a loud Shrick proclaims her mortal Fright. 
And, with ſtretch'd Hands, takes down the lovely 
Then firſt ſhe found the Leiſure to lament, 


Lodg'd in a ſmall Apartment joining hers; | 

dul, Where cnter'd, by the glimm'ring Taper's Light, 
Feebly ſhe haſtesto ſnatch her from her Fate, (Weight. | 
Her Words an Utt'rance, and her Tears a Vent. 


So Cloſely 
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Cloſely her aged Arms her Charge embrace, 
Wtih floods of Woe the bathes her beauteous Face 0 


And Streams from Myrrha'sEyes kept equal Pace. 
Tell me your Griefs, ſhe cry'd, my Royal Care, Bo 


Tell what occaſions this accurs'd Deſpair. 
Her killing Anguiſh no Return affords, of 
Tears blind her Eyes,andGroans ſuppreſs her Words. 
New Fury works her riſing Paſſions high, At 
Now doubled, by her vain Attempt to die. Ie 
Still the good Nurſe all ſoft Endearments us d, If. 
| In hopes to learn, what ſhe was ſtill refus'd. Fr 


Turn here, ſhe cries, look on theſe filver Hairs, Fn 
 Grownthus, alas! with Sorrow, more than Years. BN 
Look on theſe Breaſts, whence your firſt Food youJN 
drew; TI 
Theſe Hands, ſo ofien tir'd i in holding you. Sv 
Think on that Fondneſs, thoſe indulgent Cares, Ile 
With which I rear'd you, in your tender Years. IOf 
All theſe Perſuaſions unregarded dye, Ne 
Or Tears, and Sighs, were all the fad Reply. Ha 
Repulſe, upon Repulſe, with Grief ſhe bore, | 
Yet till inſiſts, reſoly'd to hazard more. 
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et my paſt Services, ſays ſhe, entreat, 
0 and do not, do not think me uſeleſs yet. 
In me repoſe your Cares, on me rely, 
On one ſo tender, ſo concern'd, as I. | 
Your Ills, to what ſad height ſoever grown, 
Shall quickly be redreſs'd, or neyer known. 
ds. Madneſs by ſacted N umbers is expell'd, 
And Magick will to ſtronger Magick yield. 

Ir the dire Wrath of Heav'n this Fury rais d, 
Heav'n is, with Sacrifice, and Pray'r, appeas'd. 
From what Cauſe elſe can theſe Diſorders grow ? 

Inn a ſmooth Tide your riſing Fortunes flow. 
s. No Loſs, your Subjects, or your Friends ſuſtain , 
you No Wars diſturb your Father's peaceful Reign. 
The Mention of that dear, that fatal Name, 
$Swell'd her loud Sighs, and ſpread her raging Flame. 
„ et in the Nurſe this no Suſpicion moy'd 
Of ſuch a Crime, tho ſhe perceiv d ſhe loy'd. 
Now, more than eyer, her Deſires encreaſt, 
Having obtain d ſo much, to learn the reſt: 
With trembling Arms ſhe claſps the weeping Maid, 
And in her Lap reclin'd her lovely Head. 


Let 


I 


— 
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I know thou loy'ſt, ſhe cry d, no more conceal I 
A Truth, which Virgins need not bluſh to tell. ( 
Long ſince, its Nature and its Force I knew, F 
And cannot wonder at it, now, in you. 4 
Yet tho' you love, you have no Cauſe to grieve;) £C 
Could I no Counſel, no Aſſiſtance give, V 
You, your own Birth, and Beauty, wouldrelieve. n 
Your Chains no Monarch would refuſe to wear, 

Of no Imperial Crown need you deſpair. | 
Should not your Father, whom you chuſe, approve, O. 
He ſhall be Rill a Stranger to your Loye. | 
Again, that Name a cruel Image brought 
Of dreadful Guilt, to her diſtracted Thought, 
Fiercely ſhe roſe, and ſpringing to the Bed, 
Be gone without Reply, be gone, ſhe ſaid, 
Spare the Confuſion of a wretched Maid, 


C 
1 


n 
Uſe no Entreaties to me more, but go; an 
You ask me that, which twere a Sin to know. Bu. 
Strange Terrors on the Aged Matron ſeize, Th, 


Who, falling proſtrate at the, Virgin's Knees, |, 9 
No Arguments, that might prevail, forgets; The 
But plies her, now with Flatt'ry, now with Threatsput 


X Conjure 
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Conjures her to diſcover all her Woes, 

or menaces to.publiſh all ſhe knows. 

Faintly, at that, her mournful Head ſhe rears, 

And bathes her Nurſe's Boſom with her Tears. 

Oft would the fatal Secret have reveal'd, 

Which Guilt, and conſcious Shame, as oft with-held. 

When hiding, with her Robes, her bluſhing Look, 

\s loth her ſelf to hear the Words ſhe ſpoke; 

hus much, at laſt, confus'dly ſhe expreſt: 

pve, Oh! Mother, in your enyy'd Nuptials bleſt ! + 
here breaks abruptly off; and ſpoke in Groans | 


5 
b 
A 


r, 


the reſt. 3” - i : 
old Tremblings child the Matron's frozen Blood, 
und her faint Legs ſcarce bear their ſhaking Load; 
Her hoary Hairs upright with Horror riſe, 

nd ghaſtly Fears ſtar d wildly in her Eyes. 
iu chat ſhe ought, in ſuch a Caſe, ſhe ſaid; | 
ut, all in vain, endeayour'd to diſſuade. i 
The Maid liv'd only, that ſhe might enjoy; 

Ind, if that fail'd, ſhe ſtill knew how to die. 

The Thoughts of ſo much Guilt diſtract the Nurſe; 
realWut Myrrha s threaten'd Death confounds her worſe. 


njure 


* 


Live, 
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Live, and poſſeſs, ſhe cry*d; there paus'd with Shamel © 
Not harden'd yet enough, to add a Father's Name, {| 
Now the fix*'d Time for Ceres Feaſts was near, 
Obſery'd by Cyprian Matrons once a Year: 
All in their white and ſpotleſs Garments dreſt; 
Such as denoted Innocence the beſt. 
Deny'd, the ſpace of theſe myſterious Rites, 
The Touch of Man, nine whole reyolying Nights 
The Queen, inPerſon, does the Pomp adorn, 
All off ring grateful Gifts of early Corn. 
Thus, from his Bed, his beauteous Partner gone, 
The Widow'd King poſſeſs d it all alone. 
The Nurſe, too diligent in Ill, would miſs 
No Opportunity, that ſery'd like this. 1 
She went, and found, to favour her Deſign, no 
The vigorous Prince already warm with Wine; A 
Then tells him of a Maid with wondrous Charme. 
A Miſtreſs, worthy of a Monarch's Arms. Fl 
Her Face, and Form, with Myrrha's ſhe compares, 
In Beauty equal, and of equal Years. 
The King new Paſſion from her Praiſes caught, 
And, all inflam'd, commands her to be brought. Ar 
Sw! 
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mel Swift, with the dreadful Meſſage ſhe return'd, 
And found the lovely Nymph, where till ſhe 
mourned. 
Rejoice, ſhe cry d, th . Night ſhall crown 
All your Deſires, the Conqueſt is your own. 
No real Joys on her Succeſs attend, 
Of which her Soul preſag'd ſome diſmal End; 
bi Her lab'ring Heart with cult 'rent Motions beat; 
Now Fear, now Joy, uſurp the Sov'raign Seat, 
And, long contending, made the Tumult great. 3 £1 
ne, All Doubts, at length, reſiſtleſs Lore deſtroys, l | 
And left a fatal Room for impious Joys, _ 
The Day was fled, and no bright Tracks remain'd, 
but, thro' whole Nature, Night and Silence reign'd. 
On goes the deſp'rate Virgin, to purſue 
KF \ Crimetoo foul, for Heav'n's chaſt Eyes to view. 
The Silyer Moon, averſe to ſuch a Sight, 8 


of 


Fled from her darken'd Orb, no Streak of Light, 


No glimm'ring Star ſhot through the diſmal Night. 


Thrice, in loud Screams of Woe, the/Screech-Owls 
mourn, | 


And thrice ſhe falls, to warn her to return. 
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Live, and poſſeſs, ſhe cry*d; there paus'd with Sham$\ 
Not harden d yet enough, to adda Father's Name. Ii 
Now the fix'd Time for Ceres Feaſts was near, 
Obſery'd by Cyprian Matrons once a Year : 

All in their white and ſpotleſs Garments dreſt 
Such as denoted Innocence the beſt. 

Deny'd, the ſpace of theſe myſterious Rites, 
The Touch of Man, nine whole reyolying Night 
The Queen, inPerſon, does the Pomp adorn, 
All off ring grateful Gifts of early Corn. 

Thus, from his Bed, his beauteous Pa rtner gone, 
The Widow'd King poſlels'd it all alone. 

The Nurſe, too diligent in Ill, would miſs 
No Opportunity, that ſery'd like this. 

She went, and found, to favour her Deſign, 
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The vigorous Prince already warm with Wine; 
Then tells him of a Maid with wondrous Charm 
A Miſtreſs, worthy of a Monarch's Arms. 
Her Face, and Form, with Myrrha's ſhe compares, N 
In Beauty equal, and of equal Years. 5 
The King new Paſſion from her Praiſes caught, 
And, all inflam d, commands her to be brought. 
Swll 


1 


a 
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am wift, ts the dreadful Meſſage ſhe return'd, 
ne. Und found the lovely Nymph, where till ſhe 


- mourn'd. 


\cjoice; ſhecry'd, th — Night ſhall crown 
ll your Deſires, the Conqueſt is your own. 
o real Joys on her Succeſs attend, | 
)f which her Soul preſag d ſome diſmal End; * 
er lab'ring Heart with diff rent Motions beat; LT 
Now Fear, now Joy, uſurp'dthe Soy raign Seat, 
ind, long contending, made the Tumult great. O 
l Doubts, at length, reſiſtleſs Loe deſtroys, 


ind left a fatal Room for 1mpious Joys, 


The Day was fled, and no bright Tracks remain'd, 
but, thro' whole Nature, Night and Silence reign'd. 

In goes the deſp'rate Virgin, to purſue 

Crime too foul, for Heay*n's chaſt Eyes to view. 

he Silyer Moon, averſe to ſuch a Sight, 8 


e; 

arm 

ed from her darken'd Orb, no Streak of Light, 

ares, No glimm'ring Star ſhot through the diſmal N ight. 
rice, in loud Screams of Woe, the'Screech-Owls 

ht, mourn, | 


iht. nd thrice ſhe falls, to warn her to return. 


Swil 


No 
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No Bodings could the yent'rous Maid re l, 

Reſolv'd on Ruin, ſhe contemns them all. 

The Darkneſs of the Night diſpell'd her F ears, 

While not a Bluſh, for her bold Crime, appears. 

One Hand upon her Nurſe ſupported lay, 

Holding her other ſtretch'd to feel the Way. N 

Soon, with bold Steps, to the dire Room ſhe comes; p 

„ ſoon as enter'd, all her Fears reſumes. 1 
U 


one another ſtrook, 
And cr loo Joint with Horror ſhook. 
Ho working Thoughts a livelier Proſpect drew 


Courage ber Heat. and Blood her Face, forſook ; 


; more dreadful ac a nearer View. 


Who, now grown cold, and dead to all Deſire, 
Repents her Crime, and would, unknown, retire. 
But now the Nurſe urg*d on th* unwilling Maid; 
*Till coming where th' impatient King was laid, 
Receive, ſhe cries, a Virgin wholly thine, | 
And then; oh! Breach of all thugs Sacred and 
Divine, 

\ In Helliſh Luft, Father and Daughter join. 
* 


ancreaſing Fear quite damps her impious Fire, 8 
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He, as leſs guilty, felt the leſs of Fear, 
And, in the midſt of Horror, comforts her. 
He call d her Daughter, as if that expreſt A 
His tender Love, and diff*rent Age, the beſt, » 
She us'd th indearing Name of Father too, 
And each gave Titles to their Inceſt due. 
s pull of her Father, now ſhe leaves his Bed, 1 
Aner impious Womb ſwoln with inceſtuous Seed, | 
Where Crimes unknown, and monſtrous Vices | 
breed. | . 


Next Night theit guilty Pleaſures they repeat; 
Another follow'd, and another yet: 
When he, deſirous to behold, at laſt, 


Thy ſoft kind Nymph whom he ſo oft embrac'd, 


. 


With a Torcl, lighted at a fatal time, 
Diſcern'd-at once his Daughter, and his Crime. 
His Rage, and Grief, no room for Words afford 
But ſpeechleſs at the ſight, he ſnatch'd his Sword: 
Frighted ſhe flies, aſſiſted by the Night, 
Whoſe Darkneſs ſhelter d, and ſecur'd her Flight. 
Far from her Country, and thoſe conſcious Fields, 
Unknown, ſhe wanders on through ſpacious Wilds: 


Þ 4 \ Til, 


YH 


id; 


d, 
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„Till, with the Burden in her Womb oppreſt, - 
Her ſtaggering Limbs requir d their needful Reſt. 
Scarce knowing what to pray for, and at ſtrife, 
Betwixt the fear of Death, and hate of Life; 
Long ſhe revolv'd on what ſhe thought might move, 
And thus, at laſt, invokes che Pow'rs above. 

On you, great Gods, in theſe Extreams I call; 
Juſt is your Vengeance, I deſerve it all. 
Vet, leſt alive I ſhou'd Infection ſpread, 

Or my faul Guilt, in Death, pollute the dead, 
Allow my wretched Life no longer date, 

But, by ſome Change, deny me either State. ( 
Here, the fair Penitent concludes her Pray rs, 

Which Heav'n (ſtill open to Confeſſion) hears. 

She feels her Legs now cover'd with the Ground, 

And her numm d Feet in welcome Fetters bound. 

The ſpreading Root ſhoots downward from herTocy © 
On which the lofty Bole ſupported grows ; 
To Pith her Marrow turns, her Bones to Wood, 

Fed by the Sap, which was of late the Blood. 
Her Arms great Boughs, her Fingers form the ſm: 
Her once ſoft Skin, now harden'd, covers all. 

EE Nc 
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Now her big Womb. the riſing Bark ſuppreſt, 
Which now creeps higher o'er her panting Breaſt, 
When (he, impatient in her Change to loſe 


Her hated Being, and her cruel Woes, 


ye Sunk down within the Tree whoſe cloſing top, 
For ever lock d her charming Beauties up, 
Who, tho' ſhe loſt all other Senſe with Life, 
She ſtill retains that wretched one of Grief. 


ll; 


Her laſting Sorrows in her Tears are ſhown, 


Which, from.her Bark, courſe one another down. 
Thoſe Tears are precious too, and keep the Name | 
Of that unhappy Fair One, whence they came. 


+ ** % I 
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ET others add to their encreaſing Store, 

Till their full Coffers can receive no more; 
Let them plow Land on Land, and Field on Field VI 
And reap whate'er the teeming Earth can yield 8 
Whom neighb'ring Foes in conſtant Terror keep, lo 
| Diſturb their Labours, and diſtract their Sleep: (cl. 
= Me, may my Poverty preſerve from Strife, he 
In ſloathful Safety, and an caſie Life; 1 


0 


3 


Wh 
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| While my ſmalf Houſe ſhields off the Winter Sky, 


And daily Fires my glowing Hearth ſupply ; 
7 While the due Seaſon yields me ripen'd Corn, 
4 And cluſter'd Grapes my loaden'd Vines adorn, 


And my pleas'd Hands their willing Tasks purſue, 
Still, as one Vine decays, to plant a new. 
Here, I repine not to adyance the Prong, 
And chide, and drive the fluggiſh Herds along; ; 
9 Nor am aſham'd to lift a tender Lamb, 
on the cold Ground, forſaken of her Dam. 
_ Puely, the annual Feſtivals I keep, 
ro purge my Shepherd, and to cleanſe my Sheep. 
o pay the uſual Off rings of a Swain, © 
re; To the propitious Goddeſs of the Plain. 
eld hom I adore, however ſhe appears, 
8, Stock, or Stone, whatever Form ſhe wears. 
cep lo all our Country Deities I ſhew 
\cligious Zeal, and give to all their due. 
he firſt fair Produdt of the fertile Earth, 
To the kind Pow r, whoſe Favour brings it forth. 


While, with delight, my Country Wealth I 8 


1 
| 


11 
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To Ceres Garlands of the ripeſt Corn, 
Which, hung in Wreaths, her Temple Gates adorn. 


' Pears, Apples, on Priapus are beſtow d, 


My Garden Fruits, giv'n to my Garden God. 


You too, my Lares, ſhall your Gifts receive, 

And ſhare the little that I've left to give. 

Once in full Tides you knew my Fortunes flow, 

But at their loweft Ebb you ſce them now. 

I then had large, and numerous Lands to boaſt, 

Your Care is leſſen'd now, as they are loſt. 

Then a fat Calf, a Victim us'd to fall, 

Now from my little Flock a Lamb is all. 

That ſtill ſhall bleed, and for the reſt atone, 

And that you ſtill may challenge as yout own. 

Round which our Youth ſhall ns You Pow * 

Divine, 

t Bleſs with your Smiles our 1 and aſſign 

Fields full of Corn, a Vintage full of Wine. 

| = Hear us, ye kind propitious Lares, hear, 

Nor ſlight our Preſents, nor reject our Pray 'r: 

Take the ſmall Off 'rings of as ſmall a Board, 

* or ſcorn the Drink our Earthen Cups afford; 
| Whoſe 


n 


ale 
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Whoſe uſe at firſt from Country Shepherds came, | 
And Nature firſt inſtructed them to frame. | 
Let from my flender Folds the Thieves abſtain, | 
They ought not to attempt ſo poor a Swain. 
do not beg to have my Wealth reſtord, 

Again of large Eſtates the reſtleſs Lord. 

All my Ambition is alone to ſave 
The little All my Fortune pleas'd to leave; 

Nor ſhall I er repine, while Fate allows _ 

A little Corn and Wine, a little Houſe, 8 
And a ſmall Bed for Pleaſure and Repoſe. 

How am I raviſh'd in my Delia's Arms 
To lye, and liſten to the Winter Storms? 
Securely in my little Cottage ftow'd, 
Hear the bleak Winds, and Tempeſts ſing abroad, + 
And while around whole Nature ſeems to weep, ___ 
By the ſoft falling Rain be lull'd aſleep. 

This be my Fate, this all my wiſh'd-for Bliſs, 

And I can live, ye Gods! content with this. . 

Let others by their Toils their Fortunes raiſe, 

They merit Wealth, who ſeck it thro' the Seas. 


X 4 | Pleas'd 


| 


: . "Hake from all ambitious Thoughts am free, 
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Pleas'd with my ſmall, but yet ſufficient Store, 
I wou'd not take their Pains to purchaſe more, 
I wou'd not dwell on the tempeſtuous Main, 
Nor make their Voyages, to meet their Gain. 
But ſafe at home, ſtretch'd ap a graſſy Bed, 11 
Where the Trees caſt a cool refreſhing Shade, 8 ö 
Free from the Mid- day Heat, recline my Head. 7 
Cloſe by the Banks of a clear River lye, \ 
And hear the Silver Stream \ glide murm'ring by, | 
Oh! rather periſh all the Mines of Gold, 14 
And all the Riches, Earth and Ocean hold, II 
Than any Maid ſhou'd my long Abſence mourn, II 
Or grow impatient for my wiſh'd Return. N 
You, my Meſſala, in the Field delight, W 
War is your Province, all your Pride to fight. 
From Sea, and Land, crown d with Succeſs you, 
come, 
And bring your far fetch d Spoil in Triumph home; 
While I, detain'd by Delia's conqu ring Charms, 
Enjoy no Honours, and endure no Harms. 


N. 


0 
l 
Th 
i 


Or all; my Delia, are to live with thee fn 


Witt 


me; 


nd melt thy Beauties in his burning Arms, 
Wit | 


All wou'd be ſoften d with the Sight of thee; 
And if my longing Arms might thee embrace, C ' 
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With thee, to lengthen out my ſlothful Days, ; 


Wrapt in ſafe Quiet, and inglorious Eaſe, 

Alike deſpiſing Infamy, and Praiſe, 

With thee, I cou'd my ſelf to work apply, 
Submit to any Toil, ſo thou wert by. 

With my own Hands my own Poſſeſſions till, 
Drive my own Herds, ſo thou wert with me {till 
With thee, no Drudg ry wou'd uneaſie be, 


Tho on the cold hard Earth, or rugged Graſs, 
The mighty Pleaſure wou'd endear the Place. 
Who can in ſofteſt Down be reckon d bleſt, 
Whoſe unſucceſsful Love deſtroys his Reſt? © 
hen, nor the purple Coy'rings of his Bed, 
Nor the fair Plumes that nod above his Head, 
Nor all his ſpacious Fields, nor pleaſant Houſe, 
or purling Streams, can lull him to repoſe? 
hat fooliſh Braye, allow'd by chee to taſte 
[hy balmy Breath, to preſs thy panting Breaſt, 
Ufle thy Sweets, and run o'er all thy. Charms, 


_ Waud 
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Would quit the vaſt Delights which thou couldſt 
For all the Honours of a duſty Field? _ Lyield, 
Let ſuch as he his high-priz'd Wars purſue, 
And, conqu'ring there, leave me to conquer you. 
Let him, adorn'd in all the Pomp of War, 
Sit on his prancing Horſe, and ſhine afar. 
Proud, when the Croud aſſembles to behold. 
His Troops in poliſh'd Steel, himſelf in Gold. 
At my laſt Hour, all I ſhall wiſh to ſee, 
All I ſhall love to look on, will be to thee. 
Cloſe by my Death-bed may my Delia ſtand, + 
That I may graſp her with my fainting Hand, | 
Breathe on her Lips my laſt expiring Sighs, 
And, full of her dear Image, ſhut my Eyes. 
Then, Delia, you'll relent, and mourn my Fate, 
And then be kind; but kind, alas! too late: 
On my pale Lips print an unfelt Embrace, 
And, mingling Tears with Kiſſes, bathe my Face. Nl 
From your full Eyes the flowing Tears will ſtreamF6c 
And be, like me, loſt in the Fun'ral Flame. 1 
I know you'll weep, and make this rueful Moan ; 
You are not Flint, you are not perfect Stone. 
Wron 
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It Wrong not my Ghoſt, my Delia, but forbear 1 
d, From this unprofitable Grief, and ſpare £ 
Your tender Cheeks, and golden Locks of Hair. 
In the mean time, let us our Joys improve, 
Spend all our Hours, our Years, our Lives in Loye, 
Grim Death purſues us with impatient haſte, 
And Age, its ſure Forerunner, comes too faſt. | 
The Sweets of Life are then no more enjoy'd, 
And Love, the Life of all, is firſt deſtroy'd. 
That firſt departs from our declining Years, 
From weak decrepid Limbs, and hoary Hairs. 
Now, let us now enjoy the full Delight, 

While vig rous Youth can raiſe it to the height; 
while we can ſtorm a ſtubborn Damſel's Door, | 
te, And with our Quarrels make our Pleaſure more. 
am the Gen'ral here, and this my War, | 

And in this Fight to conquer, all my care. 

ill other Battels hence, all other Arms, 

tream o carry Wounds to thoſe who covet Harms. 

ive them the dear- bought Wealth their Wars can 

an zVith all the bloody Harveſt of the Field; [916 \ 
e. 


Wron | F While 


ACC. 
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While I, at home, my much-loy'd Eaſe ſecure, 
Contented with my ſmall, but certain Store, 
Aboye theFear of Want, or fond Deſire of more. 


THE 1 | 
FOURTH ELEGY 
OF THE 


Second Book of Tibullus. 


— 


By Mr. CHARLES HO R INS. 


See the Chains ordain d me to receive, C8 a 
And the fair Maid, whoſe Charms baye won her 
No more my native Freedom can I boaſt, 
But all my once lord Liberty is loſt. 
Vet why ſuch heavy Fetters muſt I wear? 
And why obey a Miſtreſs, ſo ſeyere ? 
Why muſt I drag ſuch a perplexing Chain? 
Which Tyrant Love will never looſe again: 


Whether 


ether 
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Whether I merit her Eſteem, or Scorn, | 
Offending, or deſerving, ſtill I burn. . 
Ah! cruel Maid! theſe ſcorching Flames remove, 
Extinguiſh mine, or teach your ſelf to love. 

Oh! rather than endure the Pains I feel, C | 


How would I chuſe, ſo to ſhake off my Ill, 
To grow. a ſenſeleſs Stone, fix'd on a barren Hill: 
Or a bleak Rock, amidſt the Seas be ſet,” 


By raging Winds, and rolling Billows bear: 

For now in Torment I ſupport the Light, 

And in worſe Torment waſte the lingring Night. 
My crouding Griefs on one another roul, 

And give no Truce to my diſtracted Soul; 5 

No Succour, now, from Sacred Verſe I find, 
Nor can their God himſelf compoſe my Mind. 
The greedy Maid will nought but Gold receive, 
And that, alas! is none of mine to give. 
Hence, hence, unppfirable Muſe, remoye, 
Hence, if you cannot aid me in my Loye. 
No Battels now my mournful Lines recite, 
[ ſing not how the Roman Legions fight: 
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Nor how the Sun performs his daily Race, 
Nor how the Moon at Night ſupplies bis Place. 


All that I wiſh the Charms of Verſe may prove, 


Is for a free Acceſs to her ] love; 17 


For that alone is all my conſtant Care; 
Be gone, ye Muſes, if you fail me there. 


But I by Rapine muſt my Gifts procure, 
Or lye unheard, unpity'd at her Door: 
Or from the Shrines of Gods the Trophics bear; 
And what I rob from Heav'n preſent to her: 
Treat her, at other Goddeſſes Expence and Coſt; 


But treat her, at the Charge of Venus moſt. 


| 
Her chiefly ſhall my daring Hands invade, = f 
I to this Mis'ry am by her betray'd; i f 
She gave me firſt this mercenary Maid, I 
O, to all Ages, let him ſtand accurſt, 14 
Who cer began this Trade in loving firſt: I 
Who cer made filly Nymphs their Value know, 


Who will not yield without their Purchaſe now. 


He was the fatal Cauſe of all this III; 14 
And brought up Cuſtoms, we continue ſtill. " 


Hen 
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And without Zeal approach the Shrines of Love. 
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ML firſt the Doors of Miftreſſes were barr'd, 
And howling Dogs appointed for their Guard. 
But if you bring the Price, the mighty Rate, 
At which her Beauties by her ſelf were ſet; 
The Bars, unloos d, lay open ev'ry Door, 
And ev'n the conſcious Maſtiffs bark no more. 
Whatc'er unwary inconſiderate God. 
Beauty on mercenary Maids beſtow'd ; 
How ill to ſuch was the vaſt Preſent giv n, 
Who ſell th' inyaluable Gift of Heav'n! 
Oh! how unworthily were ſuch endow'd! 
With ſo much Ill, confounding ſo much Good? 
From hence our Quarrels, and our Strifes commences 
All our Diſſentions take their Spring from hence. 
Hence *tis, ſo few to Cupid's Altars move, 


But you, who thus his ſacred Rites prophane, 
And ſhut his Vot'ries out for ſordid Gain, 
May Storms and Fire your ill-got Wealth purſue, | 
And what you took from us, retake from you; 
While we with Pleaſurc fee the Flames aſpire, [1 
And not a Man attempts to quench the Fire. 
| : Or, 
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"ks abby you haſte to your Eternal Home, 


And no fond Youth, no mournful Lover come 
To pay the laſt ſad Service at your Tomb; 


A While the kind gen'rous She, who ſcorn'd to prize, 


Or rate her ſelf at leſs, than Joys for Joys; 

Tho? ſhe her lib'ral Pleaſures ſhou'd out-live, 

And reach an Age unfit to take, or give; 

Yet when ſhe dies, ſhe ſhall not die unmourn'd, 

Nor on her Fun'ral Pile unwept he burn'd: 

| But ſome old Man, who knew her in her Bloom; 
With Rey'rence of their paſt Delights, ſhall _ 
And with an Annual Garland crown her Tomb. 

Then ſhall he wiſh her, in her endleſs Night, 

Her Sleep, may pleaſing be; her Earth, be light. 
All this, my cruel Fair, is Truth I tell; 

But what will unregarded Truth avail ? 

Love, his own way, his Empire will maintain, 

And have no Laws preſcrib'd him how to reign. 

He rules with too, too abſolute a Sway, 

And we muſt, in our own deſpight, obey. 

Shou'd my fair Tyrant, Nemeſis, command 

Her humbled Slave to ſell his Native Land, 
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All, at her Order, ſhou'd convert to Gold, 
Nor Houſe; nor Houſhold- God, remain unſold, 


Take the moſt baneful Simples Cirre us'd, 
Or mad Medea in her Bowls infus'd; 


Gather the deadlieſt Herbs, and rankeſt Weeds, 
The Magick Country of Theſſalia breeds; 


Mingle the ſureſt Poyſons in my Cup, 
And, let my Love command, III drink them up. 


. 


Alb 


ö 
| 
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LE 


To his Miſtreſs. 


O other Maid my ſettled Faith ſhall move, 
No other Miſtreſs ſhall ſupplant your Love. 
My Flames were ſeal'd with this auſpicious Vow, 
That which commenc'd them then, confirms then 
| (nov 


Diſp 
nd 
hot 
Tho 
lou 


The 


In you, alone, my conſtant Pleaſure lyes, 
For you alone ſeem pleaſing in my Eyes. 

Ohl that you ſeem'd to none, but me, Divine, 
Let others, look with other Eyes, than mine. 


| MISCELLANY POEMS. 423 
Then might I, of no Rival Youth afraid, 
All to my ſelf, enjoy my charming Maid. 
I'm not ambitious of the publick Voice, 
To ſpeak your Beauties, or applaud my Choice; 
None of their envious Praiſes are deſit'd, 


I wou'd not have the Nymph I love admir d. b 
He that is wiſe, will not his Bliſs proclaim, — 
Nor truſt it tothe laviſh Tongue of Fame; 9 
But a ſafe ſilent Privacy eſteem, 
Which gives him Joys, unknown to all, but him. 
To Woods, and Wilds, I cou d with thee remove, 

Secure of Life, when once ſecure of Love. 
ro wait on thee, cou'd Deſart Paths explore, 
Where never Human Footſtep trod before. 
peace of my Soul, and Charmer of my Cares, 


owe rhou Courage of my Heart, thou Coqu'rour of my 
1 (Fears. 
Pipoſer of my Days, unerring Light, ; 


ndſafe Conductreſs in my darkeſt Night. 
hou, who alone, art all I wiſh to ſee, 


Thou, who alone, art all the World to me. 
hou'd the bright Dames of Heavn, the Wives of 
The (Gods, 3 2 Ts 


Cy 
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To court my Bed, forſake their bleſs'd Abades z 


With all their Charms endeawringto divert 
My fix d Affections, and eſtrange my Heart; 


Vain Suit, the glorious Nymphs to me ſhou'd move, 
Who wou'd not change thee for the Queen of Love. 


Tothee, vain Rivals all the Train ſhou'd oy 
4 


All chisI ſwear, by all the Pow'rs Divine, 


f 
/ 


But ſ wear by Juno moſt, becauſe ſhe's thine. 

Fool that I am! to let you know your Power; 

On this Confeſſion, you'll inſult the more; 

In fiercer Flames make your poor Vaſſal burn, 

And treat your ſuppliant Slave with greater Scorn, 
But take it all, all that I can confeſs, 

And oh! believe me, that ] feel no leſs. 

To thee my Fate entirely I reſign, 


— 


My Love, and Life, and all my Soul is thine. 


You know, my cruel Fair, you know my Pains, 


And pleas'd, and proud, you ſee me drag your 
But if to Venus I for Succour flee, (Chains 


Shell end your Tyrant Reign, and reſcue me. 


HE 


PL A G U E 
ATHENS, 


Which happen'd in the 


SECOND YEAR 


OF THE 


—— War. 


%- 


Firſt deſcribed in Greek | 
nierung 
5 | | Then in Latin 
out 8 
gy LU CREPTI US.: 
1auns. 


Since attempted in Engliſh, 


the Right Reverend Father in God THOMAS ; 
G4 hy of ROCHESTER. 
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To my Wonbyand Aung Friend, 7 
Dr. WALTER POPE, 


Late Proctor of the Univerſity of 


OXFORD. 
ST X, 
| Know not what Pleaſure you could take in be- 


ſtowing your Commands ſo unprofitably, un- 
leſs it be that for which Nature ſometimes che- 
riſhes and allows Monſters, the Love of Variety. 


This only Delight you will receive by turning over. 
this rude and unpolith'd Copy, and comparing it 
with my excellent Patterns, the Greek and Latin. 


By this you will ſee how much a noble Subject is 
changed and disfigured by an ill Hand, and what 
Reaſon Alexander had to forbid his Picture to be 
drawn but by ſome celebrated Pencil. In Greek 
Thucydides ſo well and ſo lively expreſſes it, that I 
know not which is more a Poem, his Deſcription, 
or that of Lucretius. Though it muſt be ſaid, 
that the Hiſtorian bad a vaſt Advantage over the 

9 + Poet ; 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


Poet; he having been preſent on th - Place, and af. 
ſaulted by the Diſeaſe himſelf, nad the Horrour 
familiar to his Eyes, and all the Shapes of the Mi- 
ſery ſtill remaining on his Mind, which muſt needs 
make a great Impreſſion on his Pen and Fancy; 
whereas the Poet was forced to allow his Foot- 
ſteps, and only work on that Matter he allowed 
him. This I ſpeak, becauſe it may in ſome Mea- 
ſure too excuſe my own Defects: For being ſo far re- 
moved from the Place whereonthe Diſeaſe acted his 
Tragedy, and Time having denicd us many of the 
Circumſtances, Cuſtoms of the Country, and o- In. 
ther ſmall things which would be of great Uſe to any Iv 
ne who did intend to be perfect on the Subject; be- fo 
ades, only writing by an Idea of that which I ne- NV 
ver yet ſaw, nor care to feel, ( being not of the Hu- ¶ pe 
mour of the Painter in Sir Philip Sidney, who thruſt I . 
himſelf into the midſt of a Fight, that he might I & 
the better delineate it.) Having, I ſay, all theſe '- 
Diſadvantages, and many more for which I muſt 
only blame my ſelf, it cannot be expected that ! 
ſhould come ncar equalling him, in whom none of 
the contrary Advantages were wanting. Thus 
then, Sir, by emboldning me to this raſh Attempt, 
you hayegiven Opportunity to the Greek and Latin 
to triumph over our Msther-Tongue, Vet I would 
not have the Honourof the Countries or Langua- 
ges engaged in the Compariſon, but that the Ine- 
quality ſhould reach no farther than the Authors. 
Bur ] have much reaſon to fear the juſt Indignation 
of that Excellent Perſon, (the preſent Ornament 
and Honour of our N 2259 whoſe way of writing 


It My 650 0 1 ng 


8 


2 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
l imitate : For he may think himſelf as much injured 


by my following him, as were the Heavens by that 


bold Man's counterfeiting the ſacred and unimita- 


ble Noiſe of Thunder by the Sound of Braſs and 


Horſes Hoofs. I ſhall only ſay for my ſelf that I 
took Ciceros Advice, who bids us, in Imitation, pro- 
poſe the nobleſt Pattern to our Thoughts; for ſo 
we may be ſure to be raiſed above the common Le- 
vel, tho' we come infinitely ſhort of hat we aim at. 
Yet I hope that renowned Poet will have none of 
my Crimes any way reflect on himſelf; for it was 
not any Fault in the excellent Muſician, that the 
weak Bird, endeavouring by ſtraining its Throat to 


follow his Notes, deſtroy'd herſelf in the Attempt. 


Well, Sir, by this, that I have choſen rather to ex- 
poſe my {ſelf than to be diſobedient, you may gueſs 
with what Zeal and Hazard I ſtrive to approve my 
+2 | $: 
SIR, 
Tour moſt Humble and 


A Fectionate Servant, 


THo. SPR AT. 


The THIRD PART of 


Thucydides, 
= 23 3 
As it is excellently tranſlated by Mr. HOBBS. 


N the ver beginning of Summer, the Peloponne- 
I ſians, and their Confederates, with two Thirds 


F their Forces, as before, invaded Attica, un: 
der the Conduct of Arc hidamus, 1he Son of Zeuxi. 
damas, Xing of Lacedæmon; and after they ha- 
encamp'd themſebues, waſted the Country abou 
hem 

They had not been many Days in Attica, when th 
Plague firſt began amongſt the Athenians, ſat, 
aller to have ſeized formerly on divers other Parts, a 
about Lemnos, and elſeuhere; but ſo great a Plague 
and Mortality of Men was never remembred to havt 
happened in any Place before. For at firſt, neitht 
were the Ph 1y/icians able to cure it, through Igno 


rance of what it was, but died faſteſt themſelves, 4s 
bein 


} | 
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being the Men that moſt approached the Sick; nor 
any other Art of Man availed whatſoever. All 
Supplications to the Gods, and enquires of Oracles, 
and whatſoever other means they uſed of that kind 
proved all unprofitable 3 inſomuch as ſubdued with 
the Greatneſs of the Evil, they gave them all over. 
It began ( by Report) firſt, in that Part of Athio- 
pia that lieth upon Ægypt, and thence fell down in- 
to Ægypt and-Africk, and into the greateſt Part of 
the Territories of the King. It invaded Athens on 
4 ſudden, and touched firjt upon thoſe that dwelt in 
Pyræus, inſomuch as they reported that the Pelo- 
ponneſians had caſt Poiſon into their Wells; for 
Springs there werenot any in that Place. But after- 
wards it came up into the high City, and then they 
died a great deal faſter. Now let every Man, Phy- 
fician, or other, concerning the Ground of this Sick- 
neſs, whence it ſprung, and what Cauſes be thinks 
able to produce ſo great an Alteration, ſpeak accor- 
ding to his own Knowledge, for my own Part, I 
will deliver but the Manner of it, and lay open only 
ſuch things, as one may take his Mark by, to diſqo- 
ver the ſameif it come again, having been both ſick 
of it my ſelf, and ſeen others ſickof the ſame. This 
Tear, by Confeſſion of all Men, was of all other, for 
other Diſeaſes, moſt free and healthful. If any 
Man were ſick before, his Diſeaſe turned to this; 


if not, yet ſuddenly, without any apparent Cauſe 


W preceding, and being in perfect Health, they were 


taken firſt with an extream Ach in their Heads, Red- 
neſs and Inflammation of the Eyes; and then in- 
wardly their Throats and Tongues grew preſently 

bloody, 
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bloody, and their Breath noiſom and unſavory. | in 
Upon this followed a Sneezing and Hoarſneſs, and f 
not long after, the Pain, together with a mighty N eſi 
Cough, came down into the Breaſt, And when mn 
once it was ſetled in the Stomach, it cauſed Vomit, bei 
and with great Torment came up all manner of bili. || th; 
ous Purgation that Phyſicians ever named. Moſt of Fo 
them had alſothe Hickyexe, which bronght with it a al. 
ſtrong Convulſion, and in ſome ceaſed quickly, but N. 
in others wes long before it gave over. Their Bo- an. 
dies outward:y 10 the Touch, were neither very hot | ſe 
nor pale, but reddiſh, livid, and beflewred with lit- th; 
tle Pimples and Whelks , but ſo burned inwardly, as fon 
not to endure any the lighteſt Cloaths or Linnen Gar- ric, 
ment to be upon them, nor any thing but mere Naked- ¶ An 
neſs, but rather, moſt willingly to have caſt them- Ina 
ſebves into the cold Water. And many of them that ſve 
were not looked to, poſſeſſed with inſatiate Thirſt, but 
ranuntothe Wells; andtodrinkmuch, or little, was th; 
indiſerent, being ſtil! from Eaſe and Power to ſleep as 
far as ever. As long as the Diſeaſe was at the 
Height their Bodies waſted not, but reſiſted the 
Torment beyond all Expectation, inſomuch as the 
moſt of t hu im either diedof their inward Burning in 
nine or ſeven Days, whilſt they had yet Strength ; 
or if they eſcaped that, then the Diſeaſe falling 
down into their Bellies, and cauſing there great Ex- 
ulcerations and immoderate Looſeneſs, they died ma- 
ny of them afterwards through Weakneſs : For the 
Diſeaſe ( which took firſt the Head ) began above, 
and came down, and paſſed through the whole Body: 


And he that overcame the worſt of it, was yet * 
2 | e 


* 


4 
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ſeaſe ¶ to paſs over many ftrange Particulars of the 
Accidents that ſome had di erently from others ) 
vas 1n general ſuch as I have ſhewn; and for other 
vfual Sichkneſſes at that time, no Man was troubled 
with any. Now they died, ſome for want of At- 
endance, and ſome again with all the Care and Phy- 
ice that could be uſed. Nor was there any, to ſay, 


rtam Medicine, that applied muſt have helped 
hem; for if it did Good to one, it did Harm to ano- 
iter; nor any Difference of Body for Strength or 
Weakneſs that was able to reſt it; but it carried all 
"ay, what Phy/ick ſoever was adminiſtred. But 


the 
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thegreateft Miſery of all was the Dejection of Mind in 
ſuch as found themſelves beginning to be ſick ( for 
they grew preſently deſperate, and gave themſelves 
over without making any Reſiſtance, ) as alſo their 
dying thus like Sheep, infected by mutual Viſitation : 
For if Men forbore to viſit them for fear, then they 
died forlorn, whereby many Families became empty, 
for want of ſuch as ſhould take care of them. If 
they forbore not, then they died themſelves, and 
principally the honeſteſt Men: For out of Shame 
they would not ſpare themſelves, but went in unto 
their Friends, eſpecially after it was come to that 
paſs, that even their Domeſticts, wearied with the 
Lamentations of them that died, and overcome 
with the Greatneſs of the Calamity, wereno longer 
moved therewith. But thoſe that were recovered WW": 
had much Compaſſion both on them that died, and on I 
them that lay ſick, as having both known the Miſery Fo, 
themſelves, and now no more ſubject tothe like Dan- ul 
ger: For this Diſeaſe never took a Man the ſecond du 
Time ſo as to be mortal. And theſe Men were both by Re 
others counted happy, and they alſo themſelves, 
through Exceſs of preſent Foy, conceived a kind of 
tight Hope never ts dieof any other Sickneſs here- 
after. Beſides the preſent A ffliction, the Reception of 
the Country People, and of their Subſtance into the. 
City, oppreſſed both them, and much more the Peo-f 
ple themſelves that ſo came in. For having 10 
Houſes, but dwelling at that time of the Tear ine 
fing Booths, the Mortality was now without at 
Form; and dying Men lay tumbling one upon anot he 


int he Streets, and Men half dead about every 7 Wer 
vl 
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duit through deſire of Water. The Temples alſo 
where they dwelt in Tents, were all fullof the Dead 
that died within them; for oppreſſed with the Vio- 
lence of the Calamity, and not knowing what to do, 
Men grew careleſs, both of Holy and Prophane 
Things alike. And the Law which they formerly 
ved touching Funerals, were all now broten, every 
oe burying where he could find Room. And many for 
want of things neceſſary, after ſo many Deaths be- 
fore, were forced to become impudent in the Funerals 
of their Friends. For when one had made a Funeral 
Pile, another getting before him, would throw on 
his Dead, and give it Fire. And when one was in 
burning, another would come, and having caſt there- 
m him whom he carried, go his way again. And the 
great Licentionſneſs, which alſo in other kinds was 
iſed in the City, began at firſt from this Diſeaſe: 
For that which a Man before would diſſemble, and 
wt acknowledge to be done for Voluptuouſneſs, he 
lurſt now do freely, ſeeing before his Eyes ſuch quick 


ing inheriting their Eſtates ;, inſomuch as they ju- 
lified a ſpeedy Fruition of their Goods, even for their 
eaſure, as Men that thought they held their Lives 
ut by the Day. As for Pains, no Man was for- 
uard in any Action of Honour, to take any, becauſe 
Jiny thought it uncertain whether they ſhould die or 
wt before they atchieved it. But what any Man 


r in ew to be delightful, and to be profitable to Plea- 
ale, that was made both profitable and honourable. 
„her either the Fear of the Gods, nor Laws of Men, 
Con ved any Man. Not the former, becauſe they con. 


cluded 


Revolution, of the rich Dying, and Men worth no- 
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eluded it was alike to worſhip or not worſhip, from 
ſeeing that alike they all periſhed: Nor the latter, 
becauſeno Man expected that his Life wou'd laſt till 
he received Puniſhment of his Crimes by Judgment. 
But they thought there was now over their Heads 
ſome far greater udgmont decreed againſt them 
before which fell, they thought to enjoy ſome little 
Part of their Lives. SK; 


if . A 
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THE 


P L A GU E 
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| J. 
TNhappy Man! By Nature made to ſway, 

[ ) And yet is every Creatures Prey 

Deſtroy d by thoſe that ſhould his Power obey. 

Of the whole World we call Mankind the Lande | 
Flatt'ring our ſelves with mighty Words; 
Of allthings we the Monarchs are, 

And ſo we rule, and ſo wedomineer , 
All Creatures elſe about us ſtand 
Like ſome Prætorian Band, 


To guard, to help, and to defend; 
* Yet 


* „ E 


EN I 


— 
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Yet they ſometimes prove Enemies, 
Sometimes againſt us riſe 

Our very Guards rebel, and tyrannize. 
Thouſand Diſeaſes ſent by Fate, 

( Unhappy Servants ) on us wait; "0 1 

A thouſand Treacheries within 
Are laid weak Life to win, 
Huge Troops of Maladies without, 
(A grim, a meagre, anda dreadful Rout: 5: 
Some formal Sieges make, 
And with ſure Slowneſs do our Bodies take; y 
Some with quick Violence ſtorm the Town, 
And all in a Moment down: 
S ce one peculiar Fort aſſail, 

Some by general Attempts prevail. 

Small Herbs, alas, can only us relieve, 

And ſmall is the Aſſiſtance they can give, 

How can the fading Off. ſpring of the Field 

| SureHealth and Succour yield? 

W hat ſtrong and certain Remedy ? 
What firm and laſting Life can ours be? (die? 
When chat which makes us live doth ey'ry Winter 


II. Nor 
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1 n erde 
Nor is this all, we do not only breed 
Within our ſelves the fatal Seed 
Of Change, and of Decreaſe in ev ry Part, 
Head, Belly, Stomach, and Root of Life, the Heart, 
Not only have our Autumn, when we muſt 
Of our own Nature turn to Duſt, 
When Leaves and Fruit muſt fall; 
But are expos d to mighty Tempeſts too, 
Which do at once what they would ſlowly do, 
Which throw down Fruit and Tree of Life withal. 
From Ruin we in vain 
Our Bodies by Repair maintain, 
Bodies compos'd of Stuff, 
Mouldring and frail enough; 
Vet from without as well we fear 
A dangerous and deſtructive War. 
From Heaven, from Earth, from Sea, from Air. 
We like the Roman Empireſhould decay, 
Andour own Force would melt away 


By the inteſtine Jar 


Z 2 . 
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Of Elephants, which on each other prey, 
The Cæſars and the Pompeys which within we bear: 
Vet are (like that) in danger too 
Of foreign Armies, and external F oe, 
Sometimes the Got hiſb and the barbarous Rage 
Of Plague or Peſtilence attends Man's Age 
Which neither Force nor Arts aſſwage; 
Which cannot be avoided or withſtood, 
But drowns and oyer-runs with unexpected Flood, 
| III. 
On Artbiopia, and the Southern Sands, 

And the unfrequented Coaſts, and parched Lands, 
Whither the Sun too kind a Heat doth ſend, 
(The Sun, which the worſt Neighbour is, and the beſt 

Hither a mortal Influence came, Friend, 
A fatal and unhappy Flame, 
Kindled by Heav'ns angry Beam. 
With dreadful Frowns, the Heav'ns ſcattered here 
Cruel infectious Heats into the Air, 
Now all the Stores of Poiſon ſent, 
Threatning at once a general Doom, 

Laviſh d out all their Hate, and meant 

In future Ages to be innocent, No 
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Not to diſturb the World for many Years to come. 
| Hold! Heay'ns hold! why ſhould your ſacred 
Which doth to all things Life inſpire, LPire, 
By whoſe kind Beams you bring | 
Each Year on every thing, 
Which doth th' original Seed 
Of all things in the Womb of Earth that breed, 
With vital heat and quick ning feed; 
d. Why ſhould you now that here employ, 
The Earth, the Air, the Fields, the Cities to annoy ? 


That which before reyiv'd, why ſhould it now de- 
[ ſtroy ? 


IV. 


awn, 


bell Y Thoſe Africk Deſarts ſtrait were double Defarts 
 Theray*nous Beaſts were left alone, 
The rav' nous Beaſts then firſt began 
To pity their old Enemy Man, 
| [ſelves have done. 

And blam'd the Plague for what they would them- 

Nor ſtaid the cruel Evil there, 
Nor could be long confin'd unto one Air, 


Ne Z 3 Plague 
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wa preſently forſake 
The Wilderneſs which they themſelves Hi make: 
Away the deadly Breaths their Journey take, 
Driven by a mighty Wind, 
They a new Booty and freſh F orage find: 
The loaded Wind went ſwiftly on, 
And as it paſt was heard to ſigh and grun. 
On © Zgypt next it ſeined, 


Nor could but by ageneral Ruin be appeas' d. 


Egypt in Rage back on the South did look, (grole, 
And wondred thence ſhould come th unhappy 
From whence before her Fruitfulneſs ſhe took. 
Egypt did now curſeand revile _ 
Thoſe yery Lands from whence ſhe has her Nile; 
Egypt now fear'd another Hebrew God, 


Another Angel's Hand, a ſecond Aror's Red. Ar 
V. 

Thenon it gocs, and through the ſacred Land 

855 Its angry Forces did command ; Che 


But God did Place an Angel there, 
Its Violence to withſtand, 


And turn into another Road the putrid Air 


To 
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To Bre it came, and there did all deyour; 
Though that by Seas might think it ſelf ſecure. 
Nor ſtaid, as the great Conquerors did, 
Till it had fill d and ſtopp'd the Tide, 
Which did it from the Shore divide, 
But paſt the Waters, and did all poſſeſs, 
And quickly all was Wilderneſs. 
Thence it did Perſia over- run, 
And all that ſacriſice unto the Sun; 
e, In every Limb a dreadful Pain they felt, 


97 Tortur d with ſecret Coals did melt; 
The Perſians call'd their Sun in vain, @®. 

x Their God increas'd the Pain. 

le; 


They look d up to their God no more, 
But curſe the Beams they worſhipped before, 
And hate the very Fire which once they did adore. 

| VI. 
Glutted with Ruin of the Eaſt, 
She took her Wings and down to Athens paſt ; 
Juſt Plague! which doſt no Parties take, 
But Greece as well as Perſia ſack. | 


24 While 


4 


352 The THIRD PART ef 
While in unnatural Quarrels they 
(Like Frogs and Mice) each other ſlay ; 
Thou in thy ravenous Claws took'ſt both away. 
Thither it came, and did deſtroy the Town, 
Whilſt all its Ships and Soldiers look'd upon; 
And now the Aſian Plague did more | 


Than all the Aſian Force cou'd do before. 
Without the Wall the Spartan Army fate, 
The Spartan Army came too late; 

For now there was no farther work for Fate. 
They ſaw the City open lay, 
An Ac and a bootleſs Prey ; 

They ſaw the Rampiers empty ſtand, 
The Fleet, the Walls, the Forts unmann' d. 
No need of Cruelty or Slaughters now, 
The Plague had finiſh'd what they came to do: 
They might now unreſiſted enter there, 
Did they not the very Air, 
More than th' Athenians fear. 
The Air it ſelf to them was Wall, and Bulwarks toc 
"775" "on 
Unhappy Athens ! it is true thou wert 
The proudeſt Work of Nature and of Art: 
1 


' 


W 
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Learning and Strength did thee compole, 
As Soul and Body us: 

But yet thou only thence art made 
A nobler Prey for Fates t invade 

Thoſe mighty Numbers that within thee breath, 
Do only ſerve to make a fitter Feaſt for Death. 

Death in the moſt frequented Places lives, 

Moſt Tribute from the Crowd receives; 

And though it bears a Sight, and ſeems to own. 

A ruſtick Life alone, 
It loves no Wilderneſs, ö 
No ſcatter'd Villages, * 

But mighty populous Palaces, Y 

J. The Throng, the Tumult, and the Town; 
What ſtrange unheard-of Conqueror is this, 
do: Which by the Forces that reſiſt it doth increaſe ! 

When other Conquerors are 

Oblig d to make a ſlower War, 

Nay ſometimes for themſelves may fear, 

And muſt proceed with watchful Care, 
When thicker Troops of Enemies appear; 


8 coc 


This 
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This ſtronger ſtill, and more ſucceſsful grows, 


Don ſooner all before it throws, | 
If greater multitudes of Men do it oppoſe. 1 
. | I 

| The Tyrant firſt the Heaven did ſubdue, 
Lately the Athenians (it knew) Tl 


Themſelves by wooden Walls did ſave, 
And therefore firſt to them th' Infection gave, 
Leſt they new Succour thence receive. 
Cruel Pyræus ] now thou haſt undone, 
The Honour thou before hadſt won, 
Not all thy Merchandize, 
Thy Wealth, thy Treaſuries, 
Which from all Coaſts thy Fleet ſupplics, 
Can to attone this Crime ſuffice. 
Next o'er the upper Town it ſpread, 
With mad andundiſcerned Speed; 
In every Corner, every Street, 
Without a Guide did ſet its Feet, 
And too familiar every Houſe did greet, 
Unhappy Greece of Greece! Great Theſeus now 
Did thee a mortal Injury do, 


Or 


Whe 
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When firſt in Walls he did theecloſe, 
When firſt he did thy Cities reduce, 
Houſes and Government, and Laws to uſe. 
I hadgheen better if thy People ſtill 
Diſperſed in ſome Field or Hill, 
Though ſavage and undiſciplin'd did dwell, 
Though barbarous, untame and rude, 
Than by their Numbers thus to be ſubdu'd ; 
To be by their own Swarms annoy'd, - 
ind to be civ4liz'd only to be deſtroy'd. 
IX. 
Minerva ſtarted when ſne heard the Noiſe, 
And dying Mens confuſed Voice. 
From Heaven in haſte ſhe came to ſee 
What was the mighty Prodigie. 
Upon the Caſtle Pinacles ſhe fate, 
And dar'd not nearer fly, 
or midſt ſo may Deaths to truſt her very Deity. 
With pitying Look ſhe ſaw at every Gate 
Death and Deſtruction wait; 
She wrung her Hands, and call'd on Jove, 
Andalltheimmortal Powers above; 


But 
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But though a Goddeſs now did pray, 
The Heav'ns refus d and turn'd their Ear away. 
She brought her Olive, and her Shield, 
Neither of theſe, alas! Aſſiſtance yield. . 
She lookt upon Medu ſa's Face, 
Was angry that ſhe was 
Her ſelf of an immortal Race, 
Was angry that her Gorgon s Head 
Could not ſtrike her as well as others dead; 
She fate and wept a while, and then away ſhe fled, 
* 
Now Death began her Sword to whet, 
Not all the Cyclops ſweat, 
Nor Vulcan's mighty Anvils could prepare 


dC! 
of 


Weapons enough for her, 7 
No Weapon large enough but all the Air; 
Men felt the Heat within em rage, 4 


And hop'd the Air would it afſwage, Ig 
Call'd for its Help, but th Air did them deceive 
And aggravate the Ills it ſhould relieve. 
The Air no more was vital now, 
But did a mortal Poiſon grow; 


nd 
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The Lungs which us'd to fan the Heart, 
J. Only now ſery'd to fire each Part, 
W hat ſhould refreſh, encreas'd the Smart. 
And now their very Breath, 
he chiefeſt Sign of Life, turn'd the Cauſe of Death: 
XI. . 
Upon the Head firſt the Diſeaſe, 
As a bold Conqueror doth ſeize, 
Begins with Man's Metropolis, 
ecur'd the Capitol, and then it knew 
t cou d at Pleaſure weaker Parts ſubdue. 
Blood ſtarted through each Eye; 
The Redneſs of that Sky, 
4 Foretold a Tempeſt nigh. | 
The Tongue did flow all o'er 
ur; Withclotted Filth and Gore; 
As doth a Lion's when ſome innocent Prey 


ed. 


He hath devour'd and brought away: 
Horſeneſs and Sores the Throat did fill, 
nd ſtopt the Paſſages of Speech and Life; 
No room was left for Groans or Grief; 


Too 
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That which before was Nature's nobleſt Art, 90 
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Too cruel and imperious III! 
Which not content to kill, 
With tyrannous and dreadful Pain. 


Doſt take from Men the very Power to complain. 


XII. N 
Then down it went into the Breaſt, 
There all the Seats and Shops of Life poſſeſs d. 
Such noiſom Smells from thence did come, 
As if the Stomach were a Tomb; 
No Food would there abide, 
Or if it did, turn'd to the Enemies ſide, r 
The very Meat new Poiſons to the Plague ſupply! 
Next to the Heart the Fires came, 
The Heart did wonder what uſurping Flame, f 


What unknown Furnace ſhou'd 
On its more natural Heat intrude, 

Strait call'd its Spirits up, but found too well, 
It was toolate now to rebel. 


The tainted Blood its Courſe began, 
And carried Death where- er it ran; 


The Circulation fromthe Heart, 
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Was moſt deſtructful now, 
And Nature ſpeedier did undo, 
For that the ſooner did impart 
The Poiſon and the Smart, 
The infectious Blood to every diſtant Part. 
1 ä 
ch The Belly felt at laſt its Share, 
And all the ſubtile Labyrinths there 
Of winding Bowels did new Monſters bear. 
Here ſeven Days it rul'd and ſway'd, 
nd oftner kill'd becauſe it Death ſo long delay d. 
But if through ſtrength and heat of Age, 
The Body overcame its Rage, 
The Plague departed as the Devil doth, 
When driven by Prayers away he goeth. 


If Prayers and Heaven do him controul, 
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ll, And if he cannot have the Soul, 


imſelf out of the Roof or Window throws, 
And will not all his Labour loſe, 
But takes away with him Part of the Houſe: 
rt. No here the yanquiſh'd Evil took from them, 
| Who conquer'dit, ſome Part, ſome Limb; 
Some 
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They paſt the Lethe Lake, although they did not di 
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Some loſt the Uſe of Hands and Eyes, 
Some Arms, ſome Legs, ſome Thighs, | 
Some all their Lives before forgot, 
Their Minds were but one darker Blot ( 
Thoſe various Pictures in the Head, 
And all the numerous Shapes were fled; 
And now the ranſack d Memory 
TLanguiſh'd in naked Poverty, Bi 
Had loſt its mighty Treaſury ; 90 


XIV. 

Whatever leſſer Maladies Men had, 
They all gave Place and vaniſhed ; 
Thoſe petty Tyrants fled, 

And at this mighty Conqueror ſhrunk their He: 
Fevers, Agues, Palſies, Stone, 
Gout, Cholick and Conſumption, 
And all the milder Generation, 

By which Mankind is by degrees undone, 
Quickly were rooted out and gone; 
Men ſaw themſelves freed from the Pain, 


Rejoyc'd, but all, alas, in vain. 


'T 
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*Twas an uhhappy Remedy, 
Which cur'd em that they might both worſe and 
Lane die. 
XV. 


Phyſicians now could nought prevail, 
They the firſt Spoils to the proud Victor fall; 
Nor would the Plague their Knowledge truſt, 
But fear'd their Skill, and therefore ſlew them firſt : 
So Tyrants when they would confirm their Yoke, 
Firſt make the chiefeſt Men to feel the Stroke, 
The chiefeſt and the wiſeſt Heads, leſt they 
Should ſooneſt diſobey, 

%ould firſt rebel; and others learn from them the 
No Aid of Herbs, or Juices Power, [waf, 
None of Apollos Art could cure, 

But help'd the Plague the ſpeedier to devour. 
Phyſick it ſelf was a Diſeaſe, 

Phyſick the fatal Tortures did increaſe, 
Preſcriptions did the Pains renew, 

And A ſculapius to the Sick did come; 
As afterwards to Rome, [ too, 

l form of Serpent, brought new Poiſons with him 

A a XVI. The 


t di 
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XVI. | 
The Streams did wonder that ſo ſoon 

As they were from their native Mountains gone, 


They ſaw themſelyes drunk up, and fear 
Another Xerxe's Army near. 


Some caſt into the Pit the Urn, 
And drink it dry at its return: 
Again they drew, again they drank; 
At firſt the Coolneſs of the Stream did thank, (burn 
But ftrait the more were ſcorch'd, the more did 
And drunk with Water, in their drinking ſank: 
That Urn whichnow toquench their Thirſt they 
Shortly their Aſhes ſhall incloſe. (ul 
Others into the Cryſtal Brook, 
With faint and wondring Eyes did look, 
Saw what a ghaſtly Shape themſelves had took, 
Away they would have fled, but them their Leg 
Some ſnatch'd the Waters up, ( forſook 
Their Hands, their Mouths the Cup; 
They drunk, and found they flam'd the more 
And only added to the burning Store. 
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So have I ſeen on Lime cold Water thrown, 
Strait all was to a Ferment grown, 

N And hidden Seeds of Fire together run: 

The Heap was calm and temperate before, 
Such as the Finger could endure; 
But when the Moiſtures it provoke, 
Did rage, did ſwell, did ſmoke, (broke. 
Did move, and flame, and burn, and ſtrait to Aſhes 
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irn; XVII. 
did So ſtrong the Heat, ſo ſtrong the Torments were, 
K: They like ſome mighty Burthen bear 


hey The lighteſt covering of Air. 

All Sexes and all Ages do invade 
The Bounds which Nature laid, 
The Laws of Modeſty which Nature made; 

The Virgins bluſh not, yet uncloath'd appear, 

Undreſs d do run about, yet never fear. 
The Pain and the Diſeaſe did now 
Unwillingly reduce Men to 
That Nakedneſs once more, 

Which perfe& Health and Innocence caus d before. 


A a 2 No 


364 The THIRD PART of | 
No Sleep, no Peace, no Reſt, 
Their wand'ring and affrighted Minds poſſeſs'd; 
Upon their Souls and Eyes | 
Hell and eternal Horrour lyes, 
Unuſual Shapes and Images, 
Dark Pictures and Reſemblances 
Of Things to come, and of the.World below, 
Oer their diſtemper'd Fancics go: 
Sometimes they curſe, ſometimes they pray unto 
The Gods above, the Gods beneath; 
Sometimes they Cruelties and Fury breath, 
Not Sleep, but Waking now was Siſter unto Deat 
i XVIII. 
Scatter d in Fields the Bodies lay, [aw 
The Earth call'd to the Fowls to take their Fldlfſy . 
In vain ſhe call'd, they come not nigh [buy 
Nor would their Food with their own Ru 
But at full Meals they hunger, pine and dic. 
The Vultures afar off did ſee the Feaſt, 
Rejoyc'd, and call'd their Friends to taſte, 
They rallied up their Troops in haſte; 


1 
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Along came mighty Droves, f 
Forſook their young Ones, and their Groves, 
Each one his native Mountain and his Neſt; 
They come, but all their Carcaſſes abhor, 

And now avoid the dead Men more 
Than weaker Birds did living Men before. 
'y But if ſome bolder Fowls the Fleſh aſſay, 
They were deſtroy'd by their own Prey. 
nta The Dog no longer bark'd at coming Gueſt, 
R:pents its being a domeſtick Beaſt, 
Did to the Woods and Mountains haſte: 
ati. The very Owls at Athens are | | 
But ſeldom ſeen and rare, 
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Way The Owls depart in open Day, 
Flag gather than in infected Ivy more to ſtay. 


Rul | Mountains of Bones and Carcaſſes, 
die. 


The Streets, the Market- place poſſeſs, 
{> Threatning to raiſe a new Acropolis, 
ite, Here lyes a Mother and her Child, 
The Infant ſuck d as yet and ſmil'd, 
But ſtreight by its own. Food was kill d. 
A a 3 There 


Al 
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There Parents hugg'd their Children laſt, 
| Here parting Lovers laſt embrac'd, 
But yet not parting neither, 
They both expir'd and went away together. 
Here Pris'ners in the Dungeon die, 
And gain a twofold Liberty; 7 
They meet and thank their Pains, 
Which them from double Chains 
Of Body and of Iron free. 
Here others, poiſon'd by the Scent 
Which from corrupted Bodies went, 
Quickly return the Death they did receive, 
And Death to others give; 
Themſelves now dead the Air pollute the more, 
For which they others curs'd before, 


Their Bodies kill all that come near, T| 
And even afrer Death they all are Murtherers here. 
| XX. , 
The Friend doth hear his Friend's laſt Crics, 
Parteth his Grief for him, and dies, T 


Lives not enough to cloſe his Eyes, 


The 
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The Father at his Death 


Speaks his Son Heir with an infectious Breath; 
In the ſame Hour the Son doth take 


His Father's Will, and his own make. 
The Servant need not here be ſlain, 
To ſerye his Maſter in the other World again; 
They languiſhing together lye, 
Their Souls away together fly; 
The Husband gaſpeth, and his Wife lyes by, 
It muſt be her Turn next to die: 
The Husband and the Wife 
Too truly now are one, and live one Life. 
That Couple which the Gods did entertain, 


re, Had made their Prayer here in vain; 
No Fates in Death could then divide, 
They muſt without their Privilege together both 


XXI. 
There was no Number now of Death, 
The Siſters ſcarce ſtood ſtill themſclyes to breath: 
The Siſters now quite wearied 
In cutting ſingle Thread, 
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Began at once to part whole Looms, 
One Stroke did give whole Houſes Dooms: 
Now dy d the froſty Hairs, 
The aged and decripid Years ; 
They fell, and only begg d of Fate 
Some few Months more, but twas alas too late 
Then Death, as if aſham'd of that, 
A Conqueſt ſo degenerate, 
Out off the Young and Luſty tooʒ 
The Young were reckoning o'er 
What happy Days, what Joys they had in ſtore 
But Fate, e*cr they had finiſh'd their Account, them 
The wretched Uſurer died, [ flew, 
And had no time to tell where he his Treaſures hid: 
The Merchant did behold 
His Ships return with Spice and Gold ; 
He ſaw't, and turn'd aſide his Head, / 


Nor thank d the Gods, but fell amidſt his Richeſ 7! 
| [dead 


Vc 


Ne 


XXII. Th 
The Meetings and Aſſemblies ceaſe, no more 
The People throng about the Oratour, 


Ne 


No Courſe of Juſtice did appear, 
No Noiſe of Lawyers fill'd the Ear, 
The Senate caſt away 
The Robe of Honour, and obey 
Death's more reſiſtleſs Sway, 

Whilſt that with Dictatorian Power 
Doth all the great and leſſer Officers devour. 
No Magiſtrates did walk about; 

No Purple aw 'd the Rout: 
The Common People too 
ore A Purple of their own did ſhew; 
zem And all their Bodies o'er 
eV, The ruling Colours bore. 
hid: No Judge, no Legiſlators fir, 
Since this new Draco came, 
And harſher Laws did frame, 

/ Laws that, like his, in Blood are writ, 
iche The Benches and the Pleading-place they leave, 
deal About the Streets they run and rave: 

The Madneſs which great Solon did of late 


Dre But counterfeit 


te, 


Ne For 


MISCELLANY POEMS. 369 


Ps en 4 3 25 7 n= 2 lo. - E . < 


— 
—_— (ſÄV2k . N 


| 

[ 

| 
* 

" 


— 


— — 
— . — — Wy 


— — — 
— —ͤ— ö 
— = -.= . 


—— - <+ > Snag >oD 


| 


, 
"ha 
i 
a 
1 
im 
1 
| 
wa 
1 
- : M 
+2 
ll 
7 
9 
| 
we” |. 
i 
1 
1 
Wil. 
4 
int 
8 
Wy. 
il ] 
l 
11 
WM 
11 
1 


390 The THIRD PART of 
For the Advantage of the State, 
Now his Succeſſors do too truly imitate. 
XXIII. 
Up ſtarts the Soldier from his Bed, 
He, though Death's Servant, is not freed, et 
Death him caſhier'd, cauſe now his Help ſhe did not | 
He that ne'cr knew before to yield, (need 
Or to give back or leave the Field, 3 
Would fain now from himſelf have fled. 
He ſnatch'd his Sword now ruſted o' er, 
Dreadful and ſparkling now no more, 
And thus in open Streets did roar : 
How have I, Death, fo ill deſery'd of thee, 
That now thy ſelf thou ſhould'ſt revenge on me! 1 


Have I ſo many Livcs on thee beſtow'd ? 
Have I the Earth ſo often dy'd in Blood? 
Have J, to flatter thee, ſo many ſlain? 
And muſt I now thy Prey remain? 
Let me at leaſt, if I muſt die, 
Meet in the Field ſome pallant Enemy. 


Send, 


* 
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Send, Gods, the Perſian Troops again: 
No, they're a baſe and a degenerate Train; 


They by our Women may be ſtain. 
Give me, great Heav'ns, ſome manful Foes, 


et me my Death amidſt ſome valiant Grecians chuſe, 
not Let me ſurvive to die at Hracuſe, 
red Where my dear Country ſhall her Glory loſe. 
or you, Great Gods! into my dying Mind infuſe, 
What Miſeries, what Doom 
Muſt on my Athens ſhortly come: 
My Thoughts inſpir'd preſage 
Slaughters and Battels to the coming Age 
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Oh! might I die upon that glorious Stage: 
on Vh that ! but then he graſp'd his Sword, and Death 
( concludes his Rage. 
XXIV. ; 
Draw back, draw back thy Sword, O Fate! 
Leſt they repent when 'tis too late, 
Leſt by thy making now ſo great a Waſte, 
By ſpending all Mankind upon one Feaſt, 
Thou ſtarve they ſelf at laſt: 
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What Men wilt thou reſerve in Store, 
Whom in the time to come thou may'ſt deyour 
When thou ſhalt have deſtroyed all before? 
But if thou wilt not yet give o'er, 


If yet thy greedy Stomach calls for more, 
If more remain whom thou mult kill, 
And if thy Jaws are craving ſtill, 
Carry thy Fury to the Scyihian Coaſts, 
The Northern Wildernęſs, and eternal F roſts! 
Againſt thoſe barb'rous Crowds thy Arrows whi 
W here Arts and Laws are Strangers yet 
WRC thou may ſt kill, and yet the Loſs will not! 
[gre 
There rage, there ſpread, and there infect the Ai 
Murther whole Towns and Families there, 
Thy worſt againſt thoſe Savage Nations dare, 
| Thoſe whom Mankind can ſpare, 
Thoſe whom Mankind it ſelf doth fear; 
Amidſt that dreadful Night and fatal Cold, 


There thou may'ſt walk unſeen, and bold, 
There let thy Flames their Empire hold. 
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Unto the fartheſt Seas, and Nature's Ends, 
ll Where never Summer's Sun its Beams extends, 
Carry thy Plagues, thy Pains, thy Heats, 
Thy raging Fires, thy torturing Sweats, 
Where never Ray or Heat did come, 
They will rejoyce at ſuch a Doom. 
They'll bleſs thy peſtilential Fire, 


Though by it they expire, 
161 hey'll thank the very Flames with which che do 
wi [ conſume. 
| XXV. 
yet 


Then if that Banquet will not thee ſuffice, 

Scek out new Lands where thou may'ſt tyrannize; 
Search eycry Foreſt, every Hill, 

And all that in the hollow Mountains dwell ; 
Thoſe wild and untame Troops devour, 

Thereby thou wilt the reſt of Mcn ſecure, 

And that the reſt of Men will thank thce for. 
Let all thoſe human Beaſts be ſlain, 
Till ſcarce their Memory remain; 

Thy ſelf with that ignoble Slaughter fill, 

vill be permitted thee that Blood to ſpill. 
Meaſure the ruder World throughout, 
March all the Ocean Shores about, On- 


not! 
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Only paſs by and ſpare the Britiſh Iſe. 
Go on, and (what Columbus once ſhall do, 
When Days and Time unto their Ripeneſs growſſ 
Find out new Lands, and unknown Countries to 

Attempt thoſe Lands which yet are hid 
From all Mortality beſide: 
There thou mayſt ſteal a Victory, 
And none of this World hear the Cry 
Of thoſe that by thy Wounds ſhall die; 
No Greek ſhall know thy Cruelty, | 
And tell it to Poſterity. 
Go, and unpeople all thoſe mighty Lands, ] 
Deſtroy with unrelenting Hands; 
Go, and the Haniard's Sword prevent; 
Go, make the Spaniard innocent; 
Go, and root out all Mankind there, 

That when the European Armies ſhall appear, 

' Their Sin may be the leſs, 
They may find all a Wilderneſs, 


And without Blood the Gold and Silyer (0 0 
(po g ut 
FP ; 
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| XXVI. 
Nor is this all which we thee grant; 
Rather than thou ſhouldſt full Employment want, 
We do permit in Greece thy Kingdom plant. 
Ranſack Lycurgus Streets throughout, 
They've no Defence of Walls to keep thee out. 


to 


On wanton and proud Corinth ſeize, 
Nor let her double Waves thy Flames appeaſe. 
Let Cyprus feel more Fires than thoſe of Love: 
Let Delos, which at firſt did give the Sun, 
See unknown Flames in her begun, 
Now let her wiſh ſhe might unconſtant prove, 
And from her Place might truly moye: 
Let Lemnos all thy Anger feel, 
And think that a new Vulcan fell, 
nd brought with him new Anvils, and new Hell. 
Nay, at Athens too we give thee up, 
All that thou find' ſt in Field, or Camp, or Shop; ; 
Make havock there without Controul 
er til Of every ignorant and common Soul, 


(Polit then, kind Plague, they Conqueſts ſtop; 
. 


Ar; 


Let 
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Let Arts, and let the Learned there eſcape, 
Upon Mineru#'s ſelf commit no Rape ; 
Touch not the ſacred Throng, 
And let Apollo's Prieſts be (like him) young, 
Let him be healthful too, and ſtrong. 
But ah! too rayenous Plague, whilſt I 
Strive to keep off the Miſery, 
The Learned too as faſt as others round me die; 
They from Corruption are not free, 
Are mortal though they give an Immortality. 
XXVII. 
They turn d their Authors o'er, to try 
What Help, what Cure, what Remedy 
All Nature's Stores againſt this Plague ſupply, 
And though beſides they ſhunn'd it every where 


They ſearch'd it in their Books, and fain woul 
[ meet it there 


gel 


I. 


They turn'd the Records of the ancient times 
And chiefly thoſe that were made famous by theiſ lat 
To find if Men werepuniſh'dſo before, [Cruncey | 


But found not the Diſeaſe nor Cure: | 


Natu 
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Nature, alas! was now ſurpriz'd 
And all her forces ſeiz'd, | 
Before ſhe was how to reſiſt advis'd. 
So when the Elephants did firſt affright 
The Romans with unuſual fight, 
They many Battels loſe, 
Before they knew their Foes, [poſe. 
fore they underſtood ſuch dreadful Troops t op- 
XX VIII: 
NoWev'ry different Sect agrees 
gainſt their common Adverſary, the Diſeaſe, 
And all their little wranglings ceaſe 
The Pythagoreans from their Precepts ſwerve, 
No more their Silence they obſerve, 
Out of their Schools they run, 
Lament, and cry, and groan; 
They now deſir'd their Metempſychoſis ; 
Not only to diſpute, but wiſh 
at they might turn to Beaſts, or Fowls, or Fiſh. 
If the Platonicks had been here, 
They would have curs'd their Maſter's Year, 


B b When 
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When all things ſhall be as they were, 
When they again the ſame Diſeaſe ſhould bear: 
And all the Philoſophers would now, 
What the great Sragyrite ſhall do, 
Themſelves into the Waters headlong throw. 
= XXIX. 
The Stoick felt the deadly Stroke, 
At firſt Aſſault their Courage was not broke, 
They call'd to all the Cobwed aid, 
Of Rules and Precepts, which in Sarl ha 
They bid their Hearts ſtand out, 
Bid them be calm and ſtout, 
But all the ſtrength of Precepts will not dot. 
They can't the ſtorms of Paſſions now aſſw age 
As common Men, are angry, grieve, and rage! 
The Gods are call'd upon in vain, 
The Gods gave no releaſe unto their Pain, 
The Gods to fear even for themſelves began. 
For now the Sick unto the Temples came, 
And brought more than an holy Flame, 
There at the Altars made their Prayer, 
They facrific'd and died there, 
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A Sacrifice nor ſeen before 3 
ar: That Heav'n, only us'd unto the Gore 
Of Lambs or Bulls, ſhould now a 
Loaded with Prieſts ſee its on Altars too. 
XXX. 
The Woods gave Fun'ral Piles no more, 
The Dead the very Fire devour, 
ind that Almighty Conqueror over- power. 
The noble and the common Duſt 
Into each others Graves are thruſt, 
No Place is ſa ered, and no Tomb, 
Tis now a Privilege to conſume; 
Ye Their Aſhes no diſtinction had; £7 
vage Too truly all by Death are equal made. 
rage The Ghoſts of thoſe great Heroes that had fled 
From Athens, long ſince baniſhed, 
Now oer the City hovered; 


y bu 


an. | Their Anger yielded to their Love, 
* They left ch Immortal Joys above, 
e, o much their Athens danger did them move, 
They came to Pity, and to Aid, 
But now, alas! were quite diſmay'd, 
Bb 2 „ 


( 


By which they were to Die, in foreign Countrig. 
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When they beheld the Marbles open lay'd, 
And poor Mens Bones the noble Urns invade: 

Back to the bleſſed Seats they went, 
And now did thank their Baniſhment, 2 


XXXI. 
But what, Great Gods! was worſt of all, 
Hell forth its Magazines of Luſt did call, 
Nor would it be content 
With the thick Troops of Souls were thither ſen 
Into the upper World it went. 
Such Guilt, ſuch Wickedneſs, 
Such Irrcligion did increaſe, 
That the few Good which did ſurvive, 
Were angry with the Plague for ſuffering them toli 
More for the Living than the Dead did gri 
Some robb d the very Dead, 
Tho' ſure to be infected e' er they fled, 
Tho in the very Air ſure to be puniſhed. 
Some nor the Shrines nor Temples ſpar'd, 
Nor Gods, nor Heavens fear'd, 


* 
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Tho? ſuch example of their Power appcar'd. 
Virtue was now eſteem'd an empty Name, 
And Honeſty the fooliſh Voice of Fame; 
For having paſt thoſe tort'ring Flames before, 
They thought the Puniſhment already o'er, 
Thought Heaven no worſe Torments had in 


de: 


ſen 
Uri 


l, [ ſtore; 
Were having felt one Hell, they thought there was 
| | [ no more. 

ſen 
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READER. 


Eeting accidentally with this Poem in 
VL Manuſcript, and being informed that 
it was 4 Piece of the Incomparable Mr. Abra- 
ham Cowley's, I thought it unjuſt to hide ſuch 
« Treaſure from the World. I remember'd that 
aur Author, in bis Preface to His Works, makes 
mention of ſome Poems, written by him on the 
late Civil War, of which the, following Copy 
is queſlionably a part. In bis moſt imperfełt 
and unſiniſ d Pieces, you will diſcover the 
and of ſo great a Maſter. And (whatever 
bs his 


| Io the Reader. 
his own Modeſiy might have adviſed” to th: 
contrary) there is not one careleſs Stroke of 
bis but what ſhould be kept Sacred to all Pofte- 
rity. He could Write nothing that was not 
worth the preſerving, being habitually a Poet, 
and always Inſpir d. In this Peice the Fudici- 
ou Reader will find the Turn of the Verſe to he 
bis; the ſame Copious and Lively Imagery of 
Fancy, the ſame Warmth of Paſſion and Deli. 
cacy of Wit that ſparkles in all his Writings, 
And certainly no Labours of a Genius ſo Rich 
i its ſelf, and ſo Cultivated with Learning 
4 and Manners, can prove an unwelcome Preſent 
t the World. 


P O E 


9. On the Late 
CIVIL WAR 


Hat Rage does England from it ſelf diyide, 

More than the Seas from all the World 
beſide! 

From every part the roaring Cannons play, 
From eyery part Blood roars as loud as they. 
What Engliſ Ground but ſtill ſome Moiſture bears, 
Of Young Mens Blood,and more of Mothers Tears! 
What Airs unthicken'd with the ſighs of Wives, 
Tho' more of Maids for their dear Loyers Lives. 


Alas, 


388 The THIRD P ART of 
Alas, what Triumphs can this Victory ſhew, 
That dies us Red in Blood and Bluſhes too! 

How can we wiſh that Conqueſt, which beſtows 
Cypreſs, not Bays, upon the Conquering Brows? 

It was not ſo, when Henry's dreadful Name, 

Not Sword, nor Cauſe, whole Nations oyercame, Þ - 
To fartheſt Weſt did his ſwift Conqueſts run, | © 
Nor did his Glory ſet but with the Sun. ( 
In Vain did Roderic to his Hold retreat, 

In vain had wretched Ireland call'd him Great. Ill © 
Ireland! which now moſt baſely we begin I 
To labour more to Loſe, than he to Win. N 
It was not ſo, when in the happy Eaſt, T 
Richard our Mars, Yenus's Iſle poſſeſt. [play'd, Al 
Gainſt the proud Moon, heth* Exgliſb Croſs dil. Ide 
Eclips'd one Horn, and th' other paler made. al 
When our dear Lives we ventur d brayely there, 
And digg'd our own, to gain Chriſt's Sepulchre. 
That Sacred Tomb which ſhould we now enjoy, 
We ſhould with as much Zeal fight to deſtroy, 


The 
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The precious Signs of our dead Lord we ſcorn, 
And ſee his Croſs worſe than his Body torn. 
We hate it now both for the Greek and Jew, 
Io us 'tis Fooliſhneſs and Scandal too. 

To what with Worſhip the fond Papiſt falls, 
That the fond Zealot a curs'd Idol calls. 160 
So, twixt their double Madneſs, here's the odds, WM 
One makes falſe Divels, t'other makes falſe Gods. 0. 

It was not ſo, when Edward prov'd his Cauſe, 16 
By a Sword ſtronger than the Sa/zque Laws. [kight, 1 
Tho' fetch d from Pharamond, when the French did Wh 
With Womens Hearts againſt the Womens Right: 1 , | 
Th' afflicted Ocean his firſt Conqueſt bore, bs 
„And drove Red Waves to the ſad Galligue Shore: Mi 
dif, As if he'd angry with that Element been, 

IV hich his wide Soul bound with an Ifland in. 
Where's now that Spirit with which at Creſſey we, 4 4 
And Poictiers forc'd from Fate a Victory? l I 
Two Kings at once we brought ſad Captives Home, . 
A Triumph ſcarcely known to ancient Nome; 

Two Foreign Kings: But now, alas, we ftrive, | 
The Our own, our own good Soycraign to "OT. 1% 
d 


E. 


ö 
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It was not ſo, when Agincourt was won; 
| Under great Henry ſery'd the Rain and Sun ;* 
A Nobler Fight the Sun himſelf ne'er knew, 
Not when he ſtopp'd his Courſe a Fight to view! 
Then Death's old Archer did more 6kilful grow, IC 
Andlearn'd to ſhoot more ſure from th Engliſh Boy; 4 
Then France was her own Story ſadly caught, F 
And, felt how Cæſar and how Edward fought. b 
It was not ſo, when that vaſt Fleet of Hain 
Lay torn and ſcatter'd on the Engliſh Main; 
Through the proud World, a Virgin Terror ſtruck 
The Auſtrian Crowns and Rome's ſeven Hills (hi 
ſhook: af; 12 
To her great Neptune Homag'd all his Streams, 
And all the wide-ftretch'd Ocean was her Thame 
Thus our Fore-Fathers fought, thus bravely bleq ne 
Thus ftill they live, whil'| we alive are dead: 
Such Acts they did, that Rome and Cæſur too, 
Might Envy thoſe, whom once they did ſubdue. 
We're not their Off-ſpring, ſure our Heralds lie 
But Born we know not how, as now we Die; 


The 
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Their Precious Blood we could not yenture thus: 
Some Cadmus ſure ſow'd Serpents Teeth for us; 
We could not elſe by mutual Fury fall, 
Whilſt Rhine and Sequan for our Armies call: 
Chuſe War or Peace, you have a Prince, you know, 
As fit for both, as both are fit for you, | 
Furious as Lightning when Wars Tempeſt came, h 
But Calm in Peace, Calm as a Lambent Flame. v 
Have you forgot thoſe happy Years of late, 
That ſaw nought ill, but us that were ingrate? 
Auch Years, as if Earth's Youth return d had been, 35 
Wand that old Serpent Time had Caſt his Skin: 444 
As Gloriouſly, and Gently did they move, 1 
As the bright Sun that meaſures them above; = 
Wl hen only in Books the Learn'd could Miſery ſec, 1 | 
And the Unlearn'd ne'er heard of Miſery. f | 
[hen happy James with 25 deep Quiet Reign'd, | 
„ in his Heav'nly Throne, by Death he gain'd. 0 7 
que Ind leſt this Bleſſing with his Life ſhould Ceaſe, 1 
s lie He left us Charles, the Pledge of future Peace. 
harles, under whom, with much ado, no leſs 


ban ſixteen Years, we endur'd our Happineſs ; 
Till 


v5 
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Till in a Moment, in the North we find, 

A Tempeſt Conjur'd up without a Wind. 

As ſoon the North her Kindneſs did Repent, 
Firſt the Peace-Maker, and next War ſhe ſent : 
Juſt Tweed, that now had with long Peace forgot Ill / 
On which ſide dwelt the Fngliſh, which the Scot, II 
Saw glittering Arms ſhine ſadly on his Face; } 
Whil'ſt all th' affrighted Fiſh ſank down apace; II 
No Blood did then from this dark Quarrel grow, II 
It gave blunt Wounds, that bled not out till now! WB; 
For Jove, who migat have us'd his Tund' ring Power, Wi 
Choſe to fall calmly in a Golden Shower! Fo 
A way he found to Conquer, which by none Tt 


Of all our thrifty Anceſtors was known; in 


So ſtrangely Prodigal of late we arc, 
We there buy Peace, and here at Home buy Wat. 
Ho could a War ſo ſad and barb'rous pleaſe, 
But firſt by ſland'ring thoſe bleſt Days of Peace? 
Through all the Excrements of State they pry, 
Like Emp'ricks, to find out a Malady ; 
And then, with deſp'rate Boldneſs, they endeayout 
Th' Ague to cure, by bringing in a Feaver: 
"3, 
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The way is ſure to expel ſome Ill no doubt; 
The Plague, we know, drives all Diſt aſes out. 
What ſtrange. wild Fears did ey'ry Morning breed, 
Till a ſtrange Fancy made us ſick indeed? 
And Cowardiſe did Valour's place ſupply, 
Like thoſe that kill themſelves for fear to die! 1 
What frantick Diligence in theſe Men appears, 
That fear all Ills, and a& o'er all their F ears? 1 
, Thus into War we ſcar'd our felves; and who 
y ! MW But Aaron's Sons, that the firſt Trumpet blew ? 
er, fond Men! who knew not that they were to keep 
For God, and not for Sacrifice, their Sheep. 
The Churches firſt this Murd'rous Doctrine ſow, 
ind learn to Kill as well as Bury now. 
The Marble Tombs where our Fore-fathets lye, 
weated, with dread of too much Company: 
ind all their ſleeping Aſhes ſhook for Fear, (chere 
leſt thouſand Ghoſts would come and ſhroud them 
Petitions next from ey'ry Town they frame, 
Þ be reſtor'd to them from whom they came. 
wou be ſame Stile all, and the ſame Senſe does pen; 
las, they allow ſet Forms of Prayer to Men, 
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Oh happy we, if Men would ncither hear 
Their ftudy'd Form, nor God their ſudden Prayer, 


They will be heard, and ſe, 


The many- headed Rout for Juſtice cries. 
They call for Blood, which now I fear does call 
For Blood again, much louder than they all. 
In ſenſeleſs Clamours, and confuſed Noiſe, 

We loſt that rare, and yet unconquer'd Voice. 
So when the ſacred Thracian Lyre was drown, 
In the Biſtonian Womens mixed Sound; 

The wondring Stones, that came before to hear, 
Forgot themſelves, and turn'd his Murd'rers then 
The ſame loud Storm blew the Grave Mitre down 
It blew down that, and with it ſhook the Crown 
Then firſt a Hate without a Church begun; F 
Comfort thy ſelf, dear Church, for then twas doi 
The ſame great Storm, to Sea great Mary dro 
The Sea could not ſuch dang'rous Tempeſts moi 
The ſame drove Charles into the North, andthe 
Would readi;er far have driven him back agen 
To fly from noiſe of Tumults is no Shame; 


Ne'er will their Armies force them to the ſame " 
N Beets T 
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They all his Caſtles, all his Towns invade, 
er He's a large Priſoner in all England made 
He muſt not paſs to Ireland's weeping Shore, 


The Wounds theſe Surgeons make muſt yield them 


ne muſt not conquer his lewd Rebels there, more: 


Leſt he ſhould learn by that to do it here. 
The Sea they ſubject next to their Command, 


Thus poor they leave him, their baſe Pride and Scorn, 
As poor as theſe, now mighty Men, were born. 
ar, hen ſtraight whole Armies meet in Charles's Right, 
ner no Man knows, but here they are, and Fight. 
WO Man would ſwear, that ſaw this alter'd State, 
0 Fings were call'd Gods, becauſe they could Create. 
15 Wain Men! tis Heav'n this firſt Aſſiſtance brings, 
500M ſame is Lord of Hoſts, that's King of Kings. 
droſiad Men forſook him, Angels from above 
mon-: Aſſyrian did leſs their Juſtice move) 
0 Bould all have muſtcr'd in his Righteous Aid, 
ei Thunder gainſt your Cannon would have 
5 needs not ſo, for Man deſires to right u d, 
ſame s Mankind and, Wretches, you muſt Fight. 
1 | Cc 2 Morſter 


The Sea, that Crowns our Kings, and all their Land. 
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Morſter firſt ſaw't, and trembled at the View, 
Too well the Ills of Civil War ſhe knew. 
Twice did the Flames of old her Towers invade, 
Twice call'd ſhe in vain for her own Severn's Aid, 
Here firſt the Rebel Winds began to roar, 
Brake looſe from the juſt Fetters which they bore, 
Here Mutinous Waves above their Shore did ſwell, | 
And the firſt Storm of that Dire Winter fell. 
But when the two great Brethren once appear'd, 
And their bright Heads like Leda's Off. pring rear d, 
When thoſe Sea-calming Sons from Jove were ſpy'd 
The Winds all fled, the Waves all ſunk and dy'd! 
How fought great Rupert, with what Rage and Skill: 
Enough to *ve conquer d, had his Cauſe been Ill 
Comely young Man ! and yet his dreadful Sight, 
The Rebels Bloodto their faint Hearts does fright. 
In vain, alas, it ſecks ſo weak Defence 


— wr TT Ry To. . , = 7, 


For his keen Sword brings it again from thence: 
Yet grieves he at the Lawrels thence he,bore; 

Alas poor Prince, they'll fight with him no more. 0 
His Virtue will be eclips'd with too much Fame, b 
Henceforth he will not Conquer, but his Name: W, 
He 


— 
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Here —— with tainted Blood the Field did ſtain, 
By his own 8 rilege, and's Country's Curſes ſlain. 


i, The firſt Commander did Heaven's Vengeance ſhew, 
5 led the Rebels Van to hade below: 
On two fair Hills both Armies next are ſeen, 

ore. The affrighted Valley ſighs and ſweats between; 
"YE Here Angels did with fair Expectagce ſtay, 

And wiſh'd good things to a King as mild as they; 
* There Fiends with Hunger waiting did abide, 
ar d, 


And Curſed both, but ſpurr'd on th? guilty ſide. 
Here ſtood Religion, her Looks gently Sage, 
Aged, but much more comely for her Age! [pears, 
There Schiſin Old Hagg, tho ſeeming Young ap- 
As Snakes by caſting Skins renew their Years ; 
Undecent Rags of ſeveral Dies ſhe wore, 

And in her Hand torn Liturgies ſhe bore. 


Here Loyalty an humble Croſs diſplay d, 

And ſtill as Charles paſs'd by, ſhe bow'd and pray'd, 
ledition there her Crimſon Banner ſpreads, 

dhakes all her Hands, and roars with all her Heads. 
Her knotty Hairs were with dire Serpents twiſt, 

and ev'ry Serpent at each other hiſt. 

Cc 3 Here 
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Here ſtood White Truth, and her own Hoſt does bleſs, 
Clad with thoſe Arms of proof, her Nkedneſs. 
There Perjuries like Cannons roar aloud, 

And Lies flew thick, like Cannons ſmoaky Cloud, 
Here Learning and th Arts met, as much they fear d 
As when the Hunns of old and Goths appear d. 
What ſhould the cy do, unapt themſelves to fight, 
They promis'd noble Pens the Acts to write. 
There Ignorance advanc'd, and joy'd to ſpy 
So many that durſt fight they know not why: 
From thoſe, who moſt the ſlow-foul'd Monks 
diſdain, 

From thoſe ſhe hopes the Monks dull Age again, 

Hcre Merry waits with ſad but gentle Look; 

Never, alas, had ſhe her Charles forſook! 

For Mercy on her Friends, to Heaven ſhe cries, Wi 

Whilſt Juſtice pulls down Vengeance from the SkiesM! 

Oppreſſion there, Rapine and Murder ſtood l 

Ready, as was the Field to drink their Bod. 

A thouſand wronged Spirits amongſt them moan'd}; 

And thrice the Ghoſt of mighty $;raford groan d. 


No 
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fs, No flew their Cannon thick thro? wounded Airs 
dent to defend, and kill their Soveraign there. 

More than he them, the Bullets fear'd his Head, 

And at his Feet Jay innocently dead. 

They knew not what thoſe Men that ſent them 

And acted their Pretence, not their Intent. [meant, 
This was the Day, this the firſt Day that ſhew'd 

How much to Charles for our long Peace we ow'd 

y his Skill here, and Spirit, we underſtood, 

From Mar naught kept him, but his Country's Good. 

1 his great Looks what chearful Anger ſhone ! 

ad War and joyful Triumphs mix'd in one. 

n the ſame Beams of his Majeſtick Eye, 

is own Men Life, his Foes did Death eſpy. 

reat Rupert this, that Wing great Willmott leads, 

es, hite-feather d Conqueſt flies o'er both their 

Skies fuey Charge, as if alone they'd beat theFoe; L Heads. 

Fhether their Troops follow'd them up or no. 

xd. hey follow cloſe, and haſte into the Fight, 

joan: ſwift as ſtrait the Rebels made their Flight. 

an d. N ſwift the Miſcreants fly, as if each Fear 

d Jcalouſie they fram'd, had met them there. 

Cc 4 They 
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They heard War's Muſick, and away they flew, 
The Trumpets fright worſe than the Organs do. 
Their Souls which ſtill new By-ways do invent, 


Out at their wounded Backs perverily went. 
Purſue no more, ye Noble Victors ſtay, 
Leſt too much Conqueſt looſe ſo brave a Day ; 
For ſtill the Battel ſounds behind, and-Fate 
Will not give all; but ſers us here a Rate: 
Too dear a Rate ſhe ſets, and we muſt pay 
One honeſt Man, for ten ſuch Knaves as they. 
Streams of Black tainted Blood the Field beſmear, 
But pure well-colour'd Drops ſhine here and there: 
They ſcorn to mix with flouds of baſer Veins, 
Juſt as the nobler moiſture, Oil diſdains. 

Thus fearleſs Lindſey, thus bold Aubigny, 
Amidſt the Corps of ſlaughter d Rebels lye : 
More honourably than Eſſex e er was found, 
With Troops of living Traitors circled round, 
Reſt valiant Souls in Peace, ye ſacred Pair, 

And all whoſe Deaths attended on you there: 
Yovire kindly welcom'd to Heavens peaceful Coa 
By all the Reverend Martyrs Noble Hoſt, 


| 


Yo 
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„ vour ſoaring Souls they meet with Trium ph, all 
Led by great Stephen, their old General. 
Go , now prefer thy flouriſhing State, 
Above thoſe murder'd Heroes doleful Fate. 
Enjoy that Life which thou durſt baſely ſave, 
And thought'ſt a Saw-pit nobler than a Graye. 
hus many ſav'd themſelves, and Night the reſt, 
Nizht that agrees with their dark Actions beſt. 
\ diſmal Shade did Heavens ſad Face o erflow, 


7. Warkas the Night ſlain Rebels found below, 

ear, No gentle Stars their chearful Glorics rear'd, 

here:Wſham'd they were at what was done, and fear d 

ns, Weſt wicked Men their bold Excuſe ſhould frame 
tom ſome ſtrange Influence, and ſo vail theirſhame, 
[0 Duty thus, Order and Law incline, 
hey who ne'cr Err from one eternal Line. 

g ls juſt the Ruin of theſe Men they thought, 
nd. 


Hſera's was, gainſt whom themſclyves had fought. 
ill their Rebellions ends remember well, 


nce Lucifer the Great, their ſhining Captain fell. 
| Coa ar this the Bells they ring, and not in vain, 


ell might they all ring out for thouſands lain, 
For 


160 
5 


Yo 
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For this the Bonefires their glad Lightneſs ſpread, 
W hen Funeral Flames might more befit their Dead. 
For this with ſolemn Thanks they tire their Goa, 
And whilſt they feel it, mock th Almighty's Rod. 
They proudly now abuſe his Juſtice more, 

Than his long Mercies they abus'd before. 

Yet theſe the Men that true Religion boaſt, 

The Pure and Holy, Holy, Holy, Hoſt! 
What great Reward for ſo much Zeal is given? 
Why, Heaven has thank d them ſince, as they thank d 


Heaven. 

Witneſs thou Brainford, ſay thou ancient Town, 
How many in thy Streets fell groveling down. 
Witneſs the Red-Coats welt'ring in their Gore, 
And died anew into the Name they bore. 
Witneſs their Men blow'd up into the Air, 

All Elements their Ruins joy'd to ſhare. 

In the wide Air quick Flames their Bodies tore, 

Then drown'd in Waves, they're toſt by Waves to 
Shore. 

Witneſs thou Thames, thou waſt amaz'd to ſee 


Men madly run to ſave themſelves in thee. 
In 


'd 
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ln vain, for Rebels Lives thou wouldſt not fave, 
ind down they ſunk beneath thy conqu' ring Wave. 
Good Reverend Thames, the beſt beloy*d of all 
Thoſe noble Blood, that meet at Neprune's Hall; 
London's proud Towers, which dothy Head adorn, 
ire not thy Glory now, but Grief and Scorn. 
Thou griev'ſt to ſee the White nam'd Palace ſhine, 
Without the Beams of its own Lord and thine: 

Thy Lord which is to all as Good and Free, 
As thou kind Flood to thine own Banks can be. 
How does thy peaceful Back diſdain to bear 
The Rebels buſie Pride at Weſtminſter! 
Thou who thy (elf do'ſt without murm'ring pay, 
ternal Tribute to thy Prince, the Sea. 

To Oxford next Great Charles in Triumph came, 
Oxford the Britiſh Mules ſecond Fame. 
Here Learning with ſome State and Reverence looks, 
and dwells in Buildings laſting as their Books; 
both now Eternal, but they had Aſhes been, 
Had theſe Religious Vandals once got in, 
Not Bodley's Noble Work their Rage would ſparc, 
for Books they know the chief Malignants are. 


In 
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In yain they ſilence eyery Age before, 
For Pens of time to come will wound them more. 
The Temples decent Wealth, and modeſt State, 
Had ſuffer'd, this their Avarice, that their Hate. 
Beggary and Scorn into the Church they'd bring, 
And make God Glorious, as they made the King, 
O happy Town, that to Loy'd Charles's Sight, 
In thoſe fad Times giv'ſt Safety and Delight. 
The Fate which Civil Mar it ſelf doth Bleſs, pineſ 
Scarce wouldſt thou change for Peace, this Hap 
Amidſt all Joys which Heaven allows thee here, 
Think on thy iter, and then ſheda Tear. 

What Fights did this ſad Winter ſee each Day, 
Her Winds and Storms camenot ſo thick as they! 


Yet nought theſe far loſt Rebels could recall, 


Not Marlborough's nor Cirenceſter's Fall. Ind 
Vet ſtill for Peace the Gentle Conqueror ſues, in 
By his Wrath they periſh, yet his Love refuſe. Mn! 
N or yet is the plain Leſſon underſtood, 7 


Writ by kind Heaven, in B---ks, and H---ns Blooh; - 
Chad and his Church ſaw where their Enemy lays he 
And with juſt Red new mark d their Holy-day. . 
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Fond Men, this Blow the injut'd Croſier ſtruck, 
Nought was more fit to periſh but thy Book. 
Such fatal Vengeance did wrong'd Charlegrove ew, 
Where H both begun and ended to 
His curs'd Rebellion, where his Soul's repaid 
With Separation, great as that he made. 
H n, whoſe Spirit moved oer the mighty Frame 
O' th' Britiſb Iſle, and out this Chaos came. 
H——z, the Man that taught Confuſions Art, 
His Treaſons reſtleſs, and yet noiſleſs Heart. 
His active Brain, like Mtna's Top appear d, 
Where Treaſon's forg'd, yet no Noiſe out ward heard. 
Twas he continu'd what e er bold Martyn ſaid, 
And all the popular noiſe that Pym has made. 
Twas he that taught the Zealous Rout to rife, 
ind be his Slave for ſome fam'd Liberties. 
im for this Black Deſign Hell thought moſt kt, | 
lh! wretched Man, curs'd by too good a Wit. 
If not all this your ſtubborn Hearts can fright, 
Blool Ihink on the Meſt, think on the Corniſh Might: 
lay: Nhe Saxon Fury, to that farſtr-etch'd Place, 
* oye the torn Reliques of great Brutus Race. 

2 Y Here 
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Here they of old did in long Safety lye, 

Compals'd with Seas, and a worſe Enemy. 
Neer till this time, ne'er did they meet with Foes 

More Cruel and more Barbarous than thoſe. 

Ye noble Britains, who ſo oft with Blood 

Of Pagan Hoſts, have dy'd old Tamar's Flood; 

If any Drop of mighty Uther ſtill, 

Or Uther's mightier Son your Veins does fill, 

Shew then that Spirit; *cill all Men think by you 

The doubtful Tales of your great Arthur true. 

You have ſhewa it Britains, and have often done 

Things that have chear'd the weary ſetting Sun. 

Again did Tamar your dread Arms behold, 

As juſt and as ſucceſsful as the Old: 

It kiſs d the Corniſi Banks, and vow'd to bring 

His richeſt Waves to feed th' enſuing Spring ; 

But murmur'd ſadly, and almoſt deny'd 

All fruitful Moiſture to the Devon fide. | 

The Sons of War, by whoſe bold Acts we ſee 

How great a thing exalted Man may be, 

The World remains your Debtor, that as yet 

Ve have not all gone forth, and conquer d it. 
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I knew that Fate ſome Wonders for you meant, 
When matchleſs Hopton to your Coaſts ſhe ſent. 
Hopton! ſo wile, he needs not Fortune's Aid, 

So fortunate, his Wiſdom's uſeleſs made. 1 
Should his ſo often try'd Companions fail, 

His Spirit, alone, and Courage would prevail. 
Miraculous Man! how wou'dlI ſing thy Praiſe, 
Had any Muſe crown'd me with half the Bays 
Conqueſt hath given to thee? And next thy Name 
Should Berkly, Stanning, Digby preſs to Fame. 
Codolphin thee, thee Greenuil I'd rehearſe ; 

But Tears break off my Verſe. 

How oft has vanquiſh'd Stamford backward fled, 
Swift as the parted Souls of thoſe he led! 
How few did his huge Multitudes defeat, 

For moſt are Cyphers when the Number's great. 
Numbers alas of Men, that made no more, 

Than he himſelf Ten thouſand times told oer. 
Who hears of Stratton Fight, but muſt confeſs 

All that he heard or read before was leſs. 

Sad Germany can no ſuch Trophy boaſt, 

For all the Blood theſe twenty Year ſh as loſt. 

Vaſt 
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Vaſt was their Army, and their Arms were more! 
Than th* Hoſt of Hundred. handed Gyants bore. 
So ſtrong their Arms, it did almoſt appear 7 
Secure, had neither Arms nor Men been there. | 
In Hopton breaks, in break the Corniſh Powers; III 
Few; and ſcarce Arm'd, yet was th Adv antage ours. 
What doubts could be, their outward ſtrength to win. IR 
When we bore Arms and Magazine within. f 
The violent Swords out-did the Muskets Ire, Mt 
It ſtruck the Bones, and there gave dreadtul Fire 
We ſcorn d their Thunder, and the reeking Blade 
A thicker Smoak than all their Cannon made. 
Death and loud Tumults fill'd the place around; 
With frutleſs Rage fall'n Rebels bite the Ground. 
The Arms we gain'd, were Wealth, Bodies,ofthe Fo 
All that a full fraught Victory can beſtow. 

Yet ſtays not Hapton thus, but (till proceeds, 
Purſues himſelf through all his glorious Deeds. 
With Hertford, and the Prince, he joins his Fate, 
The Belgian Trophies on their Journey wait. 
The Prince, who oft had check'd proud . — fan 


And fool d that fly ing Conquerour's empty Name 
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Till by his loſs that fertile Monſter thriy'd, 


This Serpent cut in parts, rejoin'd and liy'd. 
lt liv'd, and wou'd have ſtung us deeper yet, 
But that bold Greenvil its whole fury met. 


's, 


in 


ire 
le 


d; 
1d, 
Foe 


te, 


He ſold, like Decius, his devoted Breath, 
And left the Common- Wealth Heir to his Death. 
Hail mighty GH! look from on high, and ſee 


flow much our Hands and Swords remember thee. 
At Roundway-Heath, our Rage at thy great fall, 
Whet all our Spirits, and made us Greenvils all. 
One Thouſand Horſe beat all their numerous Power; 
Bleſs me! and where was then their Conqueror 
Coward of Fame, he flies in haſte away, 

en, Arms, and Name leave us the Victors Prey. 
V hat meant thoſe Iron Regiments which he brought, 
hat moving Statues ſeem'd, and ſo they fought. 
o way for Death but by Diſeaſe appear'd, 
annon and Mines, a Siege they ſcarcely fear'd : 
[1ll *gainſt all hopes they prov'd in this ſad ſight, 
ſoo weak to ſtand, and yet too ſlow for fight, 


kuf atoniſh'd Snakes fell ſadly from their Hair; 


ame 
'I 
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he Furies howl'd aloud through trembling Air, 
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To Lud's proud Town their haſty flight they took, 
The Towers and Temples at their entrance ſhook: 
In vain their Loſs they attempted to diſguiſe, 
And muſtred up new Troops of fruitleſs Lies: 
God fought himſclf, nor cou'd th' Event be leſs, 
Bright Conqueſt walks the Fields in all her drels, 
Cou'd this white Day a Gift more grateful bring? 
Oh yes! it brought bleſs'd Mary to the King 
In Keynton Field they met, at once they view 
Their former Victory, and enjoy a new. 
Keynton the Place that Fortune did approve, 
To be the nobleſt Scene of War and Love; 
Through the glad Vail ten thouſand Cupids fled, 
And chas'd the wandring Spirits of Rebels dead; Nel 
Still the lewd ſcent of Powder did they fear, low 
And ſcatter'd Eaftern Smells through all the Air. Wd 
Look happy Mount, look well, for this is ſhe, 
That Toyl'd and Travell'd for thy Victory; 
Thy flouriſhing Head to her with Reverence bo 
To her thou oweſt that Fame which Crowns the 
now. , 
| Frd qui, 
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From far ſtretcht Shores they felt her Spirit and 
Princes and God at any diſtance fight. Might; 
At her return well might (h' a Conqueſt have, 
Whoſe very Abſence ſuch a Conqueſt gave. 

This in the HY? : nor did the North beſtow 
leis Cauſe, their uſual Gratitude to ſhow ; 

With much of State brave Cavendiſb led them forth, 
As ſwift and fierce as Tempeſt from the North. 


avendiſh whom ey'ry Grace and ev'ry Muſe, . 
Liſs'd at his Birth; and for their own did chuſe: 
o good a Wit they meant not ſhou'd excel 

n Arms, but now they ſee't and like it well: 
large is that rich Empire of his Heart, 

Vell may they reſt contented with a Part; 

low ſoon he forc'd the Northern Clouds to flight, 
d ſtruck Confuſion into Form and Light ! 

rce did the Power Divine in fewer Days, 
peaceful World out of a Chaos raiſe. 


— 


Cy 


pol ford and Leeds propt up their ſinking Fame, 


* 


they bragg d of Hoſts, and Fairfax was a Name. 
ede, Bradford, Fairfax Powers are ſtrait their own, 
pd quickly as they vote Men overthrown. 
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Bootes from his Wain look'd down below, 

And ſaw our Victory move not half ſo flow. 

I ſee the Callant Earl break through the Foes; 

In Duſt and Sweat how gloriouſly he ſhows! 

I ſce him lead the Pikes; What will he do? 

Defend him Heaven! Oh whither will he go? 

Up to the Cannons Mouth he leads! in vain 

They ſpeak loud Death, and threaten till they'r ta'en. 

So Capaner's two Armies fill'd with Wonder, 

When he charg'd Fove, and grappled with his F 
Thunder. V 

Both Hoſts with ſilence, and with terror ſhook, W 

As if not he, but they were Thunder-ſtrook W 

The Courage here, and Boldnefs was no leſs, Cc 

Only the Cauſe was better, and Succeſs. 

Heaven will let naught be by their Cannon done, 

Since at Eaghill they ſinn d, and Burlington. 

Go now your ſilly Calumnies repeat, 

And make all Papiſtis whom you cannot beat. 

Let the World know ſome way, with whom you at 
vext, 0 


Wh 


dinc 


And vote em Turts when they o erthrow you nex 
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Why will you, die, fond Men? why will you buy, 
At this fond rate, your Country's ſlavery? 

Ist Liberty! what are thoſe Threats we hear? 
Why do you thus th' Ol and New Priſon fill? 
When that's the only why ; becauſe you will ? 
Fain would you make God too thus tyrannous be, 
And damn poor Men by ſuch a ſtiff Decree. . 
Ist Property? Why do ſuch Numbers then, 

From God beg Vengeance, and Relief from Men? 
Why are the E/ates and Goods ſciz d on of all, 
Whom Covetous or Malicious Men miſcall? 
What's more our own than our own Lives? But oh! 
Could Teoman s, or could Bourchier find it ſo? 
The Barbarous Coward always us d to fly, 


e, Did know no other way to fce Men dye. 

Or is't Religion? What then mean your Lies, 
Your Sacrileges and Pulpit Blaſphemies? 
Why are all Sechs let looſe, that &er had Birth, 
u Wince Luther 's norſe wak d the Lethargick Eurth? 


The Author went no further. 
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T HE Fame of this, perhaps, through Crete had 


flown : 


But Crete had newer Wonders of her own, 

In Iphis chang'd: For, near. the Gnofian Bounds 

(As loud Report the Miracle reſounds) 

At Pheſtus dwelt a Man of honeſt Blood, 

But meanly born, and not ſo Rich as Good; 

Eſteem'd and Lov'd by all the Neighbourhood. 

Who to his Wife, before the time aſſign d 

For Child-birth came, thus bluntly ſpoke his Mind 
| I 
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If Heav'n, ſaid Lygdus, will vouchſafe to hearz) 
have but two Petitions to prefer: 8 
Short Pains for thee; for me a Son and Heir. 
Girls coſt as many throws, in bringing forth: 
Beſides when born, the Titts are little worth. 

By Weak puling things, unable to ſuſtain |. 

Their ſhare of Labour, and their Bread to gain. 

If, therefore, thou a Creature ſhalt produce 

Of ſo great Charges, and ſo little Uſe, 

(Bear witneſs Heav'n, with what reluctancy,) 

Her hapleſs Innocence I doom to dye. 

le ſaid, and Tears the common Grief diſplay 

hadi Of him who bade, and her who muſt obey. . 


Vet Telethuſa ſtill perſiſts, to find 
ads, Fit Arguments to move a Father's Mind: 
T'extend his Wiſhes to a larger ſcope, 
And in one Veſſel not confine his Hope. 
Lyzdus continues hard: her time drew near, 


And ſhe her heavy Load could ſcarcely bear: 
When ſlumb' ring, in the latter Shades of Night, 
lindſſ Before th approaches of returning Light, 

l | D's: She 
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With Timbrels, that aſſiſt the lab'ring Moon. 


She ſaw, or thought ſhe ſaw, before her Bed 
A glorious Train, and Is at their head: 


Her moony Horns were on her Forehead plac'd, 


[ 
1 
And yellow Sheaves her ſhining Temples grac'd: NM 
7 


A Mitre, for a Crown, ſhe wore on high : 
The Dog and dapprd Bull were waiting by; III 
OHris, ſought along the Banks of Nile; = 0 
The filent God; the ſacred Crocodile: r. 
And, laſt, a long Proceſſion moving on, 


Her Slumbers ſeem'd diſpell d, and, broad awake 
She heard a Voice, that thus diſtinctly ſpake. 
My Votary, thy Babe from Death defend; 
Nor fear to ſave whate'er the Gods will ſend. 
Delude with Art, thy Husband's dire Decree, 
When Danger calls, repoſe thy truſt on me: 
And know thou haſt not ſery'd a thankleſs Deity. 
This Promiſe made; with Night the Goddeſs flec 


With Joy the Woman wakes, and leaves her Beqpf 


Devoutly lifts her ſpotleſs Hands on high; ant 


And prays the Pow'rs, their Gift to ratifie. er 


No 


 MISCELL ANT POEMS. 417 
Nov grinding Pains proceed to bearing Throws, f 

Till its own weight the Burden did diſcloſe. 

Twas of the beauteous Kind; and brought to light | 
With ſecreſie, to ſhun the Father's ſight. 
Th'indulgent Mother did her Care employ; 

And paſs'd it on her Husband for a. Boy. 
The Nurſe was conſcious of the Fact alone: 


The Father paid his Vows, as for a Son. 
And call'd him Tphrs, by a common Name, 
Which either Sex with equal right may claim. 


his, his Grandſire was; the Wife was pleas'd, 
Of half the fraud, by Fortunc's favour eas'd: 
The doubtful Name was us'd without deceit, 


Ike 


ind Truth was cover d with a pious Cheat. 

The Habit ſhew'd a Boy, the beauteous Face 

ich manly F ierceneſs mingl'd female Grace. 

ty. Now thirteen Years of Age were ſwiftly 0 


fled hen the fond Father thought the time drew on 
BedÞf ſettling in the World, his only Son. 

ant he was his choice; ſo wondrous fair, 

er Form alone with Tphis cou'd compare; 


No A 
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A Neighbour's Daughter of his own Degree; 
And not more bleſt with Fortune's Goods than he. 
They ſoon Eſpous'd; for they with eaſe were 
Who were before Contracted in the Mind, Uoin d, 
Their Age the ſame, their Inclinations too: 
And bred together, in one School they grew. 
Thus, fatally diſpos'd to mutual Fires, 
They felt, before they knew, the ſame Deſires. 
Equal their Flame, unequal was their Care; 


One lov'd with Hope, one languiſh'd in Deſpair. 
The Maid accus'd the ling ring Days alone: 5 
For whom ſhe thought a Man, ſhe thought her own. 
But J1phis bends beneath a greater Grief; 


As fiercely burns, but hopes for no Relief. C 
Ev'n her Deſpair, adds Fuel to her Fire; 1 
A Maid with Madneſs does a Maid deſire. T 

And, ſcarce refraining Tears, Alas, ſaid ſhe, AL 
What Iſſue of my Love remains for me H, 
How wild a Paſſion works within my Breaſt, Bu 
With what prodigious Flames am I poſſeſt! Te 
Cou'd I the Care of Providence deſerve, By 


Heav n muſt deſtroy me, if it wou'd preſerve. 


Ans 
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And that's my Fate; or ſure it wou'd have ſent 
Some uſual Evil for my Puniſhment: | 
Not this unkindly Curſe; to rage and burn, 
Where Nature ſh:ws no proſpect of return. 
Nor Cows for Cows conſume with fruitleſs fire, 
Nor Marcs when hot, their Fellow-Mares deſire: 
The Father of the Fold ſupplies his Ewes ; ] 
The Stag through ſecret Woods his Hind purſues | 
And Birds for Mates, the Males of their own [ 

Species chuſe. 34 
Her Females Nature guards from Female flame, 


And joins two Sexes to preſerve the Game: 


Wou'd I were nothing, or not what I am! ; 
Crete, fam'd for Monſters, wanted of her Store; 
Till my new Love produc'd one Monſter more. 

The Daughter of the Sun a Bull deſir'd, 

And yet ev'n then, a Male, a Female fir'd: 

der Paſſion was extravagantly new ; 

but mine is much the madder of the two. 

To things impoſſible ſhe was not bent; 

but found the Means to compaſs her Intent. 


To 
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To cheat his Eyes, ſhe took a different Shape: 
Yet ſtill ſhe gain'd a Lover, and a Leap. 
Shou'd all the Wat of all the World confpire, 
Shou'd Dædalus aſſiſt my wild Deſire, 
What Art can make me able to enjoy, | 
Or what can change Ianthe to a Boy? | 
Extinguiſh then thy Paſſion, hopeleſs Maid, 
And recollect thy Reaſon for thy aid. 
Know what thou art, and love as Maidens ought 
And drive theſe Golden Wiſhes from thy Though 
Thou canſt not hope thy fond Deſires to gain; 
Where Hope is wanting, Wiſhes are in vain. 
And yet no Guards againſt our Joys conſpire 
No jealous Husband hinders our Deſire : 
My Parents arc propitious to my Wiſh, 
And ſhe her ſelf conſenting to the Bliſs. 91 


All Things concur, to proſper our Deſign: Sh 
All Things to proſper any Love but mine. * 
And yet I never can enjoy the Fair: ow 
'Tis paſt the Pow'r of Heay'n to grant my Pray. 
Heav'n has been kind, as far as Heay'n can be; $ 

nd e 


Our Parents with our own Deſires agree; 
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But Nature, ſtronger than the Gods above, 
Refuſes her Aſſiſtance to my Love. 

the ſets the Bar that cauſes all my Pain: 

One Gift refus'd, makes all their Bounty vain. 
ind now the happy Day is juſt at hand, 

o bind our Hearts in Hymen's Holy Band: 

Dur Hearts, but not our Bodies: Thus accurs'd, 
n midſt of Water, I complain of Thirſt. | 
hy com'ſt thou, Juno, to theſe barren Rites, 

[o bleſs a Bed defrauded of Delights? i 

r why ſhouw'd Hymen lift his Torch on high, 
o ſee two Brides in cold Embraces lye ? 


ht 


Thus Love-ſick Iphis her yain Paſſion mourns: 
ith equal Ardour fair /anthe burns: 

woking Hymer's Name and Juno's Pow'r, 

o ſpeed the Work, and haſte the happy Hour. 
She hopes, while Telerhuſa fears the Day, 

nd ſtrives to interpoſe ſome new delay: 

ow feigns a Sickneſs, now is in a fright, 

7 this bad Omen, on that beding Sight. 

t having done whate'er ſhe cou'd deviſe, 

nd empty'd all her Magazine of Lies, 


ire 
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The Time approach'd ; the next enſuing Day 0 


The Fatal Secret muſt to Light betray. 7 
Then Telethuſa had recourſe to Pray'r, 

She and her Daughter with diſheyell'd Hair: TI 
Trembling with fear, great Is they ador'd ; Tl 
Embrac'd her Altar, and her Aid implor'd. W 


Who ſway'ſt the Sceptre of the Pharian Iſle, 
And ſev'n-fold Falls of diſimbogueing Nile; 
Relieve, in this our laſt Diſtreſs, ſhe ſaid, ” 
A ſuppliant Mother, and a mournful Maid. 
Thou Goddeſs, thou wert preſent to my ſight 
Reveal'd I ſaw thee, by thy own fair Light: 

I ſaw thee in my Dream, as now I ſee 

With all thy Marks of awful Majeſty : 

The Glorious Train, that compaſs'd thee around ; 
And heard the hollow Timbrels holy ſound. y 
Thy Words I noted, which I till retain z 

Let not thy Sacred Oracles be vain. 

That Jphzs lives, that I my ſelf am free | 
From Shame and Puniſhment, I owe to thee. 


Fair Qucen, who doſt on fruitful Egypr _= 
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On thy Protection all our Hopes depend: 
Thy Counſel ſav'd us, let thy Pow'r defend. 
Her Tears purſu'd her Words; and while ſhe 
The Goddeſs nodded, and Ber Altar ſhook: [ſpoke 
The Temple Doors, as with a blaſt of Wind, 


Were heard to clap ; the Lunar Horns that bind 


The Brows of V, caſt a Blaze around; 
The trembling Timbrel made a murm'ring Sound. 


Some hopes theſe happy Omens did impart; 
Forth went the Mother with a beating Heart: 
Not much in fear, nor fully ſatisfy'd; 

But Iphis follow'd with a larger ſtride: 

he whitencſs of her Skin forſook her Face , 

er Looks embolden'd, with an awful Grace; 
er Features and her Strength together grew; 
und her long Hair to curling Locks withdrew. 


er ſparkling Eyes with manly Vigour ſhone, 
zig was her Voice, Audacious was her Tone. 
The latent Parts, at length reveal'd, began 

o ſhoot, and ſpread, and burniſh into Man. 
The Maid becomes a Youth ; no more delay 
Onfour Vows, but look, and confidently pay. 
Their 
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| Their Gifts the Parents ro the Temple bear: 
| The Votive Tables this Inſcription wear; 
I Tphis the Man, has to the Goddeſs paid, 
I)! be Vows that Jphis offer'd, when a Maid. 
Now, when the Star of Day had ſhewn his Face 


Venus and Juno with their Preſence grace 

[| The Nuptial Rites, and Hymen from above 7 
Deſcending to compleat their happy Love: 

The Gods of Marriage lend their mutual Aid; 

And the warm Youth enjoys the lovely Maid. 
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GALATEA relates the Story. 


CTS, the Lovely Youth, whoſe loſs I mourn, 
From Faunus and the Nymph Smet his born, 
Fas both his Parents Pleaſure ; but, to me 
as all that Love cou'd make a Lover be. 
ne Gods our Minds in mutual Bands did join; 
was his only Joy, and he was mine. 
ow ſixteen Summers the ſweet Youth had ſeen; | 
d doubtful Down began to ſhade his Chin: 
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When Polypbemis firſt diſturb'd our Joy ; 
And lov'd me fiercely, as I loy'd the Loy. 
Ask not which Paſſion in my Soul was hikh r, 
My laſt Averſion, or my firſt Deſire: 

Nor this the greater was, nor that the leſs, 
Both were alike, for both were in excels. 
Thee, Venus, thee, both Heay'n and Earth obey; 
Immenſe thy Pow'r, and boundleſs is thy Sway. 
The Cyclops, who defy'd th Ætherial Throne, pe 
And thought no Thunder louder than his own, 
The Terror of the Woods, and wilder far Th 
Than Wolves in Plains, or Bears in Foreſts are, Wy. 
Th' Inhuman Hoſt, who made his bloody Feaſts W\j. 
On mangl'd Members, of his butcher'd Gueſts, Nloc 
Yer felt the force of Love, and fierce Deſire, Thi 
And burnt for me, with unrelenting Fire. 
Forgot his Caverns, and his woolly Care, 
Aſſum' d the ſoftneſs of a Lover's Air; 
And comb d, with Teeth of Rakes, his rugged Hair. 6 
Now with a crooked Scythe his Beard he ſleeks; 
And moyes the ſtubborn Stubble of his Cheeks: 
Nor 
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Now in the Cryſtal Stream he looks, to try 
His Simagres, and rowls his glaring Eye. 

His Cruelty and Thirſt of Blood are loſt; 

And Ships ſecurcly ſail along the Coaſt. 

The Prophet Telemus (arriv'd by chance 
Where is Summets to the Seas advance, 
Who mark'd the Tracts of every Bird that flew, 
And ſure Preſages from their flying drew,) 
Foretold the Cyclops, that Ulyſſes Hand 
I his broad Eye ſhou'd thruſt a flaming Brand. 
The Giant, with a ſcornful Grin reply'd, 

Vain Augur, thou haſt falſely Propheſy'd; 

ts Already Love his flaming Brand has toſt; 
Looking on two fair Eyes, my Sight I loſt. 

Thus, warn'd in vain, with ſtalking Pace he ſtrode; 
ind ſtamp'd the Margine of the briny Flood, 

With heavy eps; and weary, ſought agen, 

he cool Retirement of his gloomy Den. 

A Promontory, ſharp'ning by degrees, 

s; Eads in a Wedge, and over- looks the Seas: 

5: n either ſide, below, the Water flows; 
Jobis airy Walk the Giant Lover choſe. 

| Ee 2 H cre, 
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Here, on the midſt he ſate; his Flocks, unled, 
Their Shepherd follow'd, and ſecurely fed. 
A Pine ſo burly, and of length ſo vaſt, 
That ailing Ships requir'd it for a Maſt, 
He wielded for a Staff; his Steps to guide: 
But laid it by, his Whiſtle while he try'd. 
A hundred Reeds, of a prodigious growth, 
Scarce made a Pipe, proportion'd to his Mouth: T 
Which, when he gave it Wind, the Rocks around A 
And watry Plains, the dreadful Hiſs reſound. Li 
I heard the Ruffian- Shepherd rudely blow, | 
Where, in a hollow Cave, I ſat below; 
On Acis Boſom I my Head reclin'd : 
And ſtill preſerve the Poem in my Mind. 
Oh lovely Galatea, whiter far 


Than falling Snows, and riſing Lillies are; 
More flowry than the Meads, as Cryſtal bright, 
Erect as Alders, and of equal height: 

| More wanton than a Kid, more ſleek thy Skin 
Than Orient Shells, that on the Shores are ſeen. 
Than Apples fairer, when the Boughs they lade, 


Pleaſing as Winter Suns, or Summer Shade: 


Mc 
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More grateful to the Sight, than goodly Plains; 
And ſofter to the touch, than Down of Swans; 
Or Curds new turn'd: and ſweeter to the Taſte 

Than ſwelling Grapes, that to the Vintage haſte; 

More clear than Ice, or running Streams, that ſtray 

Through Garden Plots, but ah more ſwift than they. 

Yet, Galatea, harder to be broke, 5 


th: Than Bullocks, unreclaim'd, to bear the Yoke, 
nd. And far more ſtubborn than the knotted Oak 
Like ſliding Streams, impoſſible to hold; | 
Like them fallacious, like their Fountains cold. 
More warping than the Willow, to decline 
My warm Embrace, more brittle than the Vine; 
Immoveable and fixt in thy diſdain; 
Rough as theſe Rocks, and of a harder grain. 
More violent than is the riſing Flood; 
it, And the prais'd Peacock is not half ſo proud. 
Fierce as the Fire, and ſharp as Thiſtles are, 
n And more outragious than a Mother-Bear : 
en. Deaf as the Billows to the Vows I make; 
de, And more reyengeful than a trodden Snake. 
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In ſwiftneſs floeter than the flying Hind; N 
Or driven Tempeſts, or the driving Wind. N 
All other Faults, with Patience I can bear; T 
But Swiftneſs is the Vice I only fear. A 
Yet if you knew me well, you wou'd not ſhun 
My Love, but to my wiſh'd Embraces run: 71 


Wor'd languiſh in your turn, and court my tay; 
And much repent of your unwiſe delay. 

My Palace, in the living Rock, is made 
By Nature's hand; a {pacious pleaſing Shade: 


Ar 


W hich neither Heat can pierce, nor Cold invade. 
My Garden fill'd with Fruits you may behold, 
And Grapes in cluſters, imitating Gold, 
Some bluſhing Bunches of a Purple hue: 
And theſe and thoſe, are all reſerv'd for yau. In 1 
Red Strawberries, in ſhades, expecting ſtand, Ap: 
Proud to be gather d by ſo white a Hand. Nen 


Of 


Autumnal Cornels, latter Fruit provide; For 


And Plumbs to tempt you, turn their gloſſy ſide Nor 
Not thoſe of common kinds; but ſuch alone Ihe 
As in Pheacian Orchards might have grown: IrThe 
NdJ4ll « 
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Nor Che ſtnuts ſhall be wanting to your Food, 
Nor Garden fruits, nor Wildings of the Wood; 
Th laden Boughs for you alone ſhall bear; 
And yours ſhall be the Product of the Year. 
nf Thc Flocks you ſee, are all my own; beſide 
The reſt that Woods, and winding Vallies hide; 8 
und choſe that folded in the Caves abide. 
Ask not the numbers of my growing Store; 
IWio knows how many, knows he has no more. 
Nor will I praiſe my Cattle; truſt not me, 
But judge your ſelf, and paſs your own decrce: 
Behold their ſwelling Dugs; the ſwcepy weight 
Of Ewes that ſink beneath the Milky freight ; 
In the warm Folds, their tender Lambkins lye; 
Apart from Kids, that call with human Cry. 
New Milk in Nut-brown Bowls, is duely ſerv'd 
For daily Drink; the reſt for Chceſe reſerv'd. 
ideQNor are theſe Houſhold Daintics all my Store: 5» 
The Fields and Foreſts will affard us more; 8 
The Deer, the Hare, the Goat, the Salvage Boar. 
Nq; All forts of Ven ſon; and of Birds the beſt; 
A pair of Turtles taken from the Net. 
| | Ee 4 
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I walk'd the Mountains, and two Cubs TI found, 


( Whoſe Dam had lefr 'em on the naked Ground,) 
So like, that no diſtinction cou'd be ſeen : \ 
So pretty, they were Preſents for a Queen; J 
And ſo they ſhall ; I took em both away ; \ 
And keep, to be Companions of your Play. R 

Oh raiſe, fair Nymph, your Beautcous Faceaboveſ T 
The Waves; nor ſcorn my Preſents, and my Love. Is 
A 
L 
ls 


Y 
Not ove, the Jove you dream that rules the Skies 7, 


Bears ſuch a bulk, or is ſo largely ſpread: | A 
My Locks, (the plenteous Haryeſt of my HcadY Fr 
Hang o'er my manly Face; and dangling down, Di 


I late beheld it, in the watry Glaſs; 


Come, Galatea, come, and view my Face; 
And found it lovelicr than I fear'd it was. 


Survey my towring Stature, and my Size: 


As with a ſhady Grove, my Shoulders crown. By 
Nor think, becauſe my Limbs and Body bear Tt 
A thick-ſet Underwood of briſtling Hair, Bu 
My Shape deſorm'd; what fouler Sight can be, I Ple 
Than the bald Branches of a lcafleſs Trec? Th 
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Foul is the Steed, without a flowing Main: 
And Birds without their Feathers and their Train. 
Wool decks the Sheep; and Man receives a Grace 
From buſhy Limbs, and from a bearded Face. 
My Forehead, with a ſingle Eye is fill'd, 
Round as a Ball, and ample as a Shield. 
veſt The glorious Lamp of Heav'n, the radiant Sun, 
ve. Is Nature's Eye; and is content with one. 
Add, that my Father ſways your Seas, and I, 
Like you, am of the watry Family. 


You I adore; and kneel to you alone: 
ie 7ove, with his Fabled Thunder, I deſpiſe, 
And only, fear the Lightning of your Eyes. 
Frown not, fair Nymph; yet I cou'd bear fo be 
r, £ Diſdain'd, if others were difdain'd with me. 
. I But to repulſe the Cyc/ops, and prefer 
The Love of Acis, ( Heav'ns) cannot bear. 
But let the Stripling pleaſe himſelf; nay more, 
>c, I Pleaſe you, tho? that's the thing I moſt, abhor; 
The Boy ſhall find, if &cr we cope in Fight, 
Fe Theſe Giant Limbs endu'd with Giant Might. 
His 


— 


make you his, in making you my own; £ 
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His living Bowels, from his Belly torn, 
And ſcatter'd Limbs, ſhall on the Flood be born: 
Thy Flood, ungrateful Nymph, and Fate ſhall find 
That way, for thee and Aris to be join d. 
For oh I burn with Love, and thy Diſdain 
|| Augments at once my Paſſion, and my Pain. 
| Tranflated (tna flames within my Heart, 
And thou, Inhuman, wilt not caſe my Smart. 
Lamenting thus in vain, he roſe, and ſtrode T 
With furious Paces to the neighb'ring Wood: T 
Reſtleſs his F ect, diſtracted was his Walk 
Mad were his Motions, and confus'd his Talk. 
Mad as the vanquiſh'd Bull, when forc'd to yield 
His lovely Miſtreſs, and forſake the Field. 
Thus far unſeen I ſaw: when fatal Chance 
His Looks directing, with a ſudden Glance, 
Acis and I were to his Sight betray'd; 
Where nought ſuſpecting we ſecurely play'd. 
From his wide Mouth a bellowing Cry he caſt, 
I ſee, I fee; but this fhall be your laſt: 
A Roar ſo loud made c_/#tna to rebound ; 
And all the Cyclops labour'd in the Sound. 
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Affrighted with his monſtrous Voice, I flcd, 

A nd in the Neighb'ring Ocean plung*d my Head. 

Poor Acis turn'd his back, and help, he cry d; 

Help, Galatea, help, my Parent Gods, 

And take me dying to your deep Abodes. 

The Cyclops follow'd ; but he ſent before 

A Rib, which from the living Rock he tore : | 

Though but an Angle reach'd him of the Stone, 

The mighty Fragment was enough alone 

To cruſh all Acis; twas too late to fave, 

But what the Fates allow'd to give, I gave: 

That Acis to his Lineage ſhould return; 

And rowl, among the River Gods, his Urn. 

Straight iſſu'd from the Stone a Stream of Blood; 

Which loſt the Purple, mingling with the Flood. 

Then, like a troubl'd Torrent, it appear'd: A 

The Torrent too, in little ſpace, was clear d. 

The Stone was cleft, and through the yawning chink, 

New Reeds aroſe on the new River's brink. 

The Rock, from out its hollow Womb, diſclos'd 

A ſound like Water in its courſe oppos d. 5 
| | 1 When 
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When, (wondrous to behold,) full in the F Jood, || 1 

Up ſtarts a Youth, and Nayel high he ſtood. ( 

Horns from his Temples riſe; and either Horn L 

Thick Wreaths of Reeds, (his Native growth) adorn. , 
Mere not his Stature taller than before, 

His Bulk augmented, and his Beauty more: 4 

His Colour blue, for Acis he might paſs: ' 

And Acis chang'd into a Stream he was. 7 

But mine no more; he rowls along the Plains A 

With rapid Motion, and his Name retains. T 

— — — | Ir 
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Ow long, Great Poet, ſhall thy Sacred Lays 1 

Provoke our Wonder, and tranſcend out 
Can neither Injuries of Time, or Age, Praise 1 


Damp thy Poetick Heat, and quench thy Rage? 
No 
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Not ſo thy Ovid in his Exile wrote, 
Griefchilld his Breaſt, and checkt his riſing Thought, 
Penſive and ſad, his drooping Muſe betrays 
The Roman Genius in its laſt Decays. 
Prevailing Warmth has ſtill thy Mind poſſeſt, 8 
And ſecond Youth is kindled in thy Breaſt, 
Thou mak'ſt the Beauties of the Romans known, 
And England boaſts of Riches not her own ; 
Thy Lines have heighten'd Virgil's Majeſty, 
And Horace wonders at himſelf in Thee. 
Thou teacheſt Perſus to inform our Iſle 
In ſmoother Numbers, and a clearer Stile; 
And Juvenal, inſtructed in thy Page, 
Edges his Satyr, and improves his Rage. 
Thy Copy caſts a fairer Light on all, 
And ſtill out-ſhines the bright Original. 
Now Ovid boaſts th' adyantage of thy Song, 
And tells his Story in the Britiſo Tongua 
Thy charming Verſe, and fair Tranſlations, ſhow 
How thy own Laurel firſt began to grow; 
How wild Lycaon chang'd by angry Gods, 
And frighted at himſelf, ran howling through the 
Woods. O 
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O may ſt thou ſtill the Noble Tale prolong 
Nor Age, nor Sickneſs interrupt thy Song: 
Then may we woudritig read, bow Kamen Limnbs || 
Have watcr'd Kingdoms, and diffolv'd in Streams; 
Of thole rich Fruits that on the Fertile Mould 
Turn'd yellow by degrees, and ripen'd into Gold: 
How ſome in Feathers, or a ragged Hide, | 
Have liv'd a fecond Life, and different Natures try'd, 
Then will thy Ovid, thus transform'd, reveal — 
A Nobler Change than he himſelf can tell. II. 
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LAST PARTING 
Hector and Andromache. 


FROM THE 


Sixth Book of Homers Iliads. 


Tranſlated from the Original by Mr. DR IT DEN. 
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ARGUMEN T. 

Hector, returning from the Field of Battel, to viſu 
Helen His S/ſter-in-Law, and his Brot her Pari 
who had Fought unſucceſsfully Hand to Hand 

Leith Menelaus, from thence goes to his own Pu. 
lace t ſee his Wife Andromache, and his Infant 
Son Aſtyanax. The Deſtription of that Inter- 
view, is the Subject of this Tranſlation. 


uus having ſaid, brave Hector went to fee 
His Virtuous Wife, the fair Antromuche. 
He found her not at home; for ſhe was gone 8 


(Attended by her Maid and Infant Son, ) 
To climb the ſteepy Tow'r of 1/jor: 
From 
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From whence, with heavy Heart, ſhe might ſuryey 
The bloody Buſineſs of the dreadful Day. 
Her mournful Eyes ſhe caſt around the Plain, . 
And ſought the Lord of her Deſires in vain. 

But he, who thought his peopled Palace bare, IT 
When ſhe, his only Comfort, was not chere ʒ E 
Stood in the Gate, and ask'd of evry one, A 

Which way ſhe took, and whither ſhe was gone: 4 
If to the Court, or with his Mother's Train, 7 
In long Proceſſion to Minerva 's Fane? B 
The Servants anſwer'd, Neither to the Court T 
Where Priam's Sons and Daughters did reſort, 


Nor to the Temple was ſhe gone, to move W 
With Prayers the Bleu-cy'd Progeny of 7e i 
But, more ſollicicous for him alone, | Pr 
Than all their Safety, to the Tow'r was gone, W |: 
There to ſurvey the Labours of the Field; p, 


Where the Greeks conquer, and the Trojans yield 
Swiftly ſhe paſs'd, with Fear and Fury wild, 
The Nurſe went lagging after with the Child. 
This heard, the Noble Hector made no ſtay; 
Tir admicing Throng divide, to give him way: 
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He paſs'd through ev'ry Street, by which he came 
And at the Gate he met the mournful Dame. 

His Wife beheld him, and with cager pace, 
Flew to his Arms, to meet a dear Embrace: 

His Wife, who brought in Dow'r Cilicia's Crown; 
And, in her ſelf, a greater Dow'r alone: 

Actions Heir, who on the woody Plain 

Of Hippoplacus did in Thebe reign. 

Breathleſs ſhe flew, with Joy and Paſſion wild, 
The Nurſe came lagging after with her Child. 

The Royal Babe upon her Breaſt was laid; * 
Who, like the Morning Star, his Beams diſplay'd.. 
Scamanadrius was his Name which Hector gave, 
From that fair Flood which Lion's Wall did laye: 
But him Afyanax the Trojans call, IF 
from his great Father who defends the Wall. 

Hector beheld him with a ſilent Smile, | 
His tender Wife ffood weeping by, the while: © 
reſt in her own, his warlike Hand ſhe took, 
hen ſigh'd, and thus Prophetically ſpoke. 

Thy dauntleſs Heart (which I foreſee too late;) 
o daring Man, will urge thee to thy Fate: 


F f Nor 


. * 
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J Nor doſt thy . with a Parent's Mind, 


This helpleſs Orphan whom thau leay'ſt behind ; 1 


Nor me, th* unhappy Partner of thy Bed; - 
Who muſt in Triumph by the Greeks be led- II 
They ſeek thy Life; and in unequal Fight, " 
With many will oppreſs thy ſingle Might : y 
© Better it were for miſerable me A 
To die before the Fate which I foreſee. a 


For ah what Comfort can the World bequeath 
> * Hector's Widow, after Hector s death! In 
Eternal Sorrow and perpetual Tears 


* 


; Began my Youth, and will conclude my Years: * 
Ihave no Parents, Friends, nor Brothers left; 0 
By ſtern Achilles all of Life bereft. NN. 


1 hen when the Walls of Thebes he o erthrew, Bu 


His fatal Hand my Royal Father flew; . Th 


He flew Aetion, but deſpoil'd ge, | 
"Nor in his hate the Funeral Rites forgot 3 Th 
Arm 'd as he was he ſent him whole below ] He 
And Reverenc'd thus the Manes of his Foe: An 
A Tomb herais'd; the Mountain Nymphs arounſ By 
Enclos d with planted Elms the Holy Ground. An- 


My ſev'n brave Brothers in one · fatal Day 
To Death's dark Manſions cook the mournful way: 
Slain by the ſame Achilles, while they keep 
The bellowing Oxen and the bleating Sheep. 
My Mother, who the Royal Scepter ſway'd, 
Was Captive to the cruel Victor made: 

And hither led: but hence redeem'd with Gold, | 
Her N ative Country did again behold. 
h And but beheld: for ſoon Dana's Dart 
In an unhappy Chace transfix d her Heart. 
But thou, my Hector, art thy {elf alone, 


A My Parents, Brothers, and my Lord in one: 


IO kill not all my Kindred o'er again, 4 
5 
Nor tempt the Dangers of the duſty Plain; 8 
; But in this Tow'r, for our Defence, remain. 


Iray Wife and Son are in thy Ruin loſt: + 
Ixzhis is a Husband's and a Father's Poſt. 
The Scæan Gate commands the Plains belowz *) 
Here. marſhal all thy Soldiers as they go; 5 
And hence, with other Hands, repel the Foe. 
ounf]By yon wild Fig- tree lyes their chief aſcent, 
d. And chither all their Pow'rs are daily bent: | 
Ff 2 ©. 8, The 
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EF 444 THIRD PART 

The two Ajaces have J often ſeen, 1 
And the wrong'd Husband of the Spartan Queen: 
With him his greater Brother; and with chef 
Fierce Diomede and bold Meriones : 
- Uncertain if by Augury, or chance, 
But by this caſie riſe they all advance; 
Guard well that Paſs, ſecure of all beſide. 
To whom the Noble Hector thus reply'd, 
© That and the reſt are in my daily care; 
But ſhou'd I hun the Dangers of the War, 
With ſcorn the Trojans wou'd reward my Pains, 
And their proud Ladies with their ſweeping Trains. 
The Grecian Swords and Lances I can, bear: 
But loſs of Honour is my only Fear. 
Shall Hector, born to War, his Birth-right yield, 
Belie his Courage, and forſake the Field? 
Early in rugged Arms I took delight; 
And ſtill hays been the foremoſt in the Fight: 
With Dapgers dearly have I bought Renown, 
And am the Champion of my Father's Crown. 


And yet my Mind forebodes, with ſure, preſage, 


That Trey an periſh, by og Grecian Rage. 


The 
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The fatal Day draws. on, when I ty fall; 
And Univerſal Ruin cover all. 5 1 
Not 7 roy it ſelf, tho built by Hands Divine, | 
Nor Priam, nor bis People, nor his Line, ; 
My Mother, nor my Brothers of Renown, 
Whoſe Valour yet defends th unhappy Tow, 
Not theſe, nor all their Fates which I foreſee, i 
Are half of that concern I have for thee. ** J 
I ſee, I ſee thee in that Natal Hour, 
Subje&ed to the Victor's cruel Pow'r: 
Led hence a Slave to ſome inſulting Sword: 

. Forlorn and trembling at a Foreign Lord. 
A ſpectacle in Argos,” at the Loom, 

| Gracing with Trojan Fights, a Grecian Room; 

, Or from deep Wells, the living Stream to rake, 

And on thy weary Shoulders bring it back. 

While, groaning under this laborious Life, 

They inſolently call thee Hector's Wife. 

Upbraid thy Bondage with thy Husband's, name; | 

And from my Glory propagate thy Shame. 

This when they ſay, thy Sorrows will encreaſe. © ? 

With anxious thoughts of former Happineſs; : 43 


«. *= 


That he is 3 . cou u'd thy wrongs redreſs. 


\ * . a : 5 
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But I oppreſt with Iron Sleep before, © — | |, 
Shall hear thy unavailing Cries no more. 1 a 2 
He F 8 


. a 
Then, holding forth his Armo, he took his B, ; 
(The Pledge of Love, and other Hope of Tr 975 ] 
The fearful Infant turn'd his Head away; 1 
= And on his Nurſe's Neck reclining lay, 
His unknown Father 22 with affrights, |, 


And looking back on fo uncouth a fi ght. 


* Daunted to ſee a Face with Steel o'er-ſpread, ] 
And his high Plume, that nodded o'er his Head, 5 
* Eis Sire and Mother ſmil'd with ſilent Joy; 
And Hector haſten d to relieve his Boy; 1 
|» Diſmiſs his burniſh'd Helm, that ſhone afar, 


(The Pride of Warriors, and che ; Pop of War:) 1 
Th' Illuſtrious Babe, thus reconcil d, he took: 
Hugg'din his Arms, and kiſs d, and thus he ſpoke. 
Parent of Gods, and Men; propitious Fove, 
And you bright Synod of the Pow'rs above; 
On this my Son your Gracious Gifts beſtow; 
Grant him to live, and great in Arms to grow: 
To Reign in Trey; to Govern with Renown: 


£0 ſhicld the People, and alk the Crown: "/y 


* 


* r 


* 
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That, when hereafter he from War ſhall come, 


And bring his Trojans Peace and Triumph home, 
Some aged Man, who lives this act to ſee, 


And who in former times remember'd me, wig: 4 15 | 
May ſay the Son in Fortitude and Fame "2 "x al 
|| Out-goes the Mark; and drowns his Father' sN ame: we 

That at theſe words his Mother my rejoyen® „ 
And add her Suffrage to the publick Voice. + 
| Thus having ſaid, + - « : 4 


He firſt with ſuppliant Hands the Gods 16 d: ” 2 9 | 
Then to the Mother's Arms the Child reſtor'd: * 
With Tears and Smiles ſhe took her eee 8 
Th' Illuſtrious Infant to her fragrant Breaſt. 9 
He wiping her fair Eyes, indulg'd her Grieß 4 %; 4 | 

)] And eas'd her Sorrows with this laſt Relief. * 

My Wife and Miſtreſs, drive thy fears aways * * 
ke. | Nor give fo bad an Omen to the Day: 

I Think not it lyes in any Grecian's Pow'r, 

To take my Life before the fatal - Hour. 

+ |. When that arrives, nor good nor bad can fly 

Th' irrevocable Doom of Deſtiny. 

-zy k 


4 


Return, 
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Return, and to divert thy thoughts at home, 
There task thy Maids, and exerciſe the Loom, 
| Employ'd in Works that Womankind become. 
i The Toils of War, and Feats of Chivalry , 
Ws Belong to Men, and moſt of all to me. 
Ar this, for new Replics he did not ſtay, 
But lacd his Creſted Helm; and ſtrode away. 
His lovely Conſort to her Houſe return'd: 
. And looking often back in ſilence mourn'd:: 
Home when ſhe came, her ſecret Woe ſhe vents, 
| And fills the Palace with her loud Laments: 
- Thoſe Joud Laments her ecchoing Maids reſtore, 
I And Hector, yet aliye, as dead — 


d 
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